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CHEF’S KISS 


After my dad passes away | scramble to find a job. A 
position stocking shelves in a restaurant supply store sounds 
perfect for this shy, curvy girl who’s uncomfortable 
with small talk and being around people all day. 


But nothing’s small about the older man who walks in on 
my first day of employment...celebrity chef Christian 
Cherry. 


He’s tall, dark, and handsome to the extreme, and the only 
man this younger woman has ever fantasized about giving 
her innocence too. 


And when he gives me a seemingly innocent invitation to 
come see his cooking show being filmed, my beautiful 
coworker says she sees something in him for the first time 
in the three years that he’s been coming in...an intense 
hunger for a woman, and that woman is me. 


There’s just no way a simple, sweet curvy girl who 
prefers romance novellas to a night out on the town 
could be enough for an older man who’s got everything 
going for him, is there? 


He’s my dream Mr. Right, and | don’t want to get overexcited 
and read his intentions wrong...until he tells me he needs 
my help making a very special dessert sticky sweet, and Mr. 
Cherry intends to put it there to get the flavor he so deeply 
desires. 


This possessive OTT alpha is making it crystal clear that 
he’s cooking up a plan to raise a family with me, and he’s 


going to show me he’s ready to do whatever it takes to put a 
bun in my oven and aring on my finger, and turn my 
fantasy into a HEA... forever. 


*Chef’s Kiss is an insta-everything standalone instalove 
romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Charlotte 


My fingers clench around the Mason jar, hands trembling, 
the second he steps foot into the restaurant supply store 
where | just started working this morning. 


Christian Cherry, celebrity chef and owner of the hottest 
restaurant in town, not to mention that he stars on his own 
TV show on the Food Network. 


| feel my palms sweat and the jar slip from my hands, falling 
to the cold cement floor beneath my feet and breaking into 
a thousand pieces. 


Alexa, who’s training me, sighs audibly. “You can clean that 
up when you’re done.” 


“I’m really sorry, | can get a mop and bucket out of the back, 
and l'Il pay for it out of my pocket.” By out of my pocket | 
mean my first paycheck, because my pockets are as dry as 
the Sahara Desert. 


“Don’t worry about it,” she says, clearly a bit worried and 
annoyed. “You need to learn how to work the register 
anyway. Now’s a good atime as any. We just opened and 
this is as empty as we'll be all day.” 


“But it’s not my turn,” | profess, feeling my stomach tighten 
as | fuss with my clothes. “I thought I was starting this 
afternoon.” 


“Come on, It’s easy. Plus he’s just here to pick up an order. 
He'll be in and out as quickly as he taps his Apple pay 
against the terminal.” Alexa looks down at me, one eyebrow 
rising up high. “Why were you putting the cold brew in the 
toaster?” 


“Huh? | wasn’t. | was...” | look and see she’s right. 
Everything else I’ve done this morning has been correct, but 
the moment | saw Christian my mind completely froze. “| 
had the toaster open for the paninis.” 


“Ok,” 


“Anybody here?” Christian says, and | can hear his foot 
tapping from behind the counter. There’s what equates to a 
giant cheesecloth which separates the registers from the 
back room so he can’t exactly make us out, but I’m sure he 
can see the shape of us, and probably the nervousness in 
my voice. 


| follow Alexa to the front, taking in Christian as he’s looking 
off to the side, obviously annoyed and more obviously in a 
rush. 


“There...” He freezes mid-sentence, his eyes completely 
bypassing Alexa and landing... right...on...me. “...you are.” 


“She’s new. Take it easy on her, if that’s even possible for 
you,” Alexa quips. 


| tuck my chin and look up at the sight of him. He’s even 
bigger in real life than he seems on TV. And he’s a big deal 
on TV. 


I’m terrible with numbers but he’s tall enough to play 
professional basketball, well over six and a half feet tall. It’s 


not everyday you see someone that tall, and it’s not 
everyday you see someone as attractive, famous, and just 
amazingly put together as Christian. 


“Are you gonna tap your Apple pay so I can grab your order 
out of the back?” Alexa asks, but he just stands there like his 
feet are stuck in quicksand. 


My breath catches, and | try to take a deep breath in to 
remain calm, but my chest is completely locked up. 


Christian is the most gorgeous man I’ve ever seen, not that 
I’ve been face to face with many. And I’ve never seen a 
celebrity before. 


It doesn’t make it any easier that Alexa seems so at ease 
with him, annoyed actually. | feel like the third wheel ata 
sexy people date. The responsible one that they brought 
along to drive and get them home safe. 


| try not to panic being face-to-face with the star of my 
favorite TV show, but my desire and intrigue betray me. 


My eyes drift down to his thick forearms, which look like 
twisted rope. His sleeves are rolled up telegraphing that 
he’s got real work to do today, and the tattoos that have 
been done on those masculine muscles doesn’t go 
unnoticed. 


His white button down seems to so effortlessly drape across 
his muscles, as if the designer made it for him. Maybe it was 
made for him. A man like him can certainly afford custom 
made clothes. Then again I’m sure anything and everything 
would look good on him, while I’m out there trying to find 
specialty shops to fit my unusual shape. 


It’s surreal seeing someone that you plan your day around 
on TV, in the flesh. He almost doesn’t seem real when | 
watch him, but now that he’s here...oh he’s real alright. 
Very, very real. 


“You're new here” pours from his lips like warm chocolate 
over a banana split. His tone is dark, masculine, and sounds 
better than a late night DJ. And it’s a statement, not a 
question. 


“Your Apple pay?” Alexa asks, and out of the corner of my 
eye | see her shoulder blades pull together and her chest 
arch forward as she flips her hair off her bronzed shoulders, 
which she made sure to tell me she got courtesy of a 
weekend jaunt to Cape Town last weekend. While the rest of 
the city is covered in snow, blowing their noses and trying 
not to slip on invisible ice, Alexa’s off hanging off the side of 
boats on other continents with men she met online. She’s 
already told me no fewer than three times this morning that 
this job is just temporary until she gets wifed up. 


But as | keep my eyes focused on Christian, it’s clear the 
only thing up right now, is the bulge in his trousers. I’m sure 
Alexa gets that response from all the guys... but he hasn’t 
looked at or acknowledged her yet. He must be playing 

hard to get. Fight fire with fire. Well played. 


Suddenly | breathe out hard, my body reminding me just 
how long I’ve been holding my breath, but when | breathe 
back in through my nose I get a tremendous head rush from 
the woodsy smell of Christain’s cologne. | can’t help myself, 
closing my eyes and taking a long, deep inhale. Slowly, my 
eyes flutter open only to see the mysterious depths of 
Christian’s coffee-colored eyes still locked on me. 


He’s gorgeous, but not in the traditional sense. He looks like 
he’d be more at home in the forest wrestling bears, than 
making mouth watering desserts on live TV. 


His eyes trickle down, across my breasts and then back up to 
my face. “Charlotte. | had the best BBQ of my life there,” he 
says, as if actually saying barbecue takes up too much of his 
precious time. | can’t believe | even heard someone say the 
word like that, and | almost mistake it for what I’m used to 
hearing. BBW. 


To be honest, I’m kinda tired of hearing it. | definitely 
wouldn't call myself ugly, especially considering | don’t 
think there should be a standard by which people judge 
each other based on such superficial things as appearance. 
It’s just that, well, I’m not much of a looker, or anything for 
that matter. When I look in the mirror | see average in all 
ways, and that’s on a good day. Average height. Average 
hair. Average face. Okay, maybe a little baby fat around my 
chin and jawline that | could part with, and getting a bit 
plump due to all the stress, but average. And quiet. 


| took this job because the description said | didn’t have to 
interact with people, but suddenly my mouth feels like it’s 
Pandora’s box and he just opened it. 


“| love barbeque. A smoked brisket is one of my favorite 
foods, especially with Newman’s own sauce on top. If you 
know how to make that I’m your new best friend,” | blurt 
out. And then it hits me...I’m questioning a master chef, or 
whatever the proper term is, and his ability to cook? And 
apparently he’s a frequent customer around here. 


“Paul’s a great guy, but he should have stuck to making 
movies and racing cars. | make an Eastern North Carolina 
Vinegar Sauce that would absolutely melt your tastebuds, 


Charlotte,” he says, and hearing my name roll off his lips is 
like an orchestra playing a crescendo while Pavarotti belts 
out a high note. It’s earth shattering, which is exactly 
what’s happening to my panties right now. They feel like 
they’re about to explode, and | make a mental note to bring 
in an extra pair tomorrow if he’s going to be dropping by 
again. “And with a name like Charlotte, how can you not try 
my sauce that originates in the Carolinas?” 


| freeze up. Have | absolutely lost my mind or is Christian 
offering me a bottle of his sauce? Oh yeah, Mr. Sexy Chef... | 
want your sauce alright. That sauce! 


| clear my throat, trying to stay level-headed. Despite how 
much his eyes remind me of black coffee, and despite how | 
could have sworn | saw steam rising off them as his eyes 
raked across my chest, guys like him do not go for girls like 
me. 


I’m not bitter about it. I’m not angry for it. It’s just a fact of 
life, just like my love for Starbucks, although my bank 
balance won’t be allowing for anything from there anytime 
soon. 


“Yeah, sure. If you bring a bottle by l'Il be sure to give ita 
try,” | say, trying to fit into the rarified air of the cool kid’s 
club | suddenly find myself in. 


One of his eyebrows shoots up as his hand finds the smooth, 
polished birch counter by the register. And then he smirks 
at me. 


It’s like the moment the demolition expert pushes the 
button and one of those giant skyscrapers comes crashing 
down. | feel my knees go weak and beyond light headed. | 


lean sideways, thanking my lucky stars that my hand finds a 
steel shelf beam versus my face finding the floor. 


“Do you think I’m trying to promote my products here?” he 
asks, his finger pointing overhead. | have no idea what he’s 
talking about. 


“No marketing allowed,” Alexa states as if she’s the most 
bored woman on the planet, apparently reading the sign 
overhead. “But we do take cash, Visa, American Express, 
and the Apple Pay you usually use immediately before you 
turn and go just like every other time you’ve ever been in 
here. | think this visit is longer than all the other ones in the 
last three years combined. Now, how do you wanna pay so 
we can go clean up the coffee which is running all up and 
down the floor right now?” 


Oh, there’s been a spill all right. Clean up in Charlotte’s 
panties...or at least close. 


I’ve never been able to quite get to that point, the elusive 
one that I just can’t reach. Strangely enough, the only time 
I’ve ever reached in my panties is when Christian’s show is 
on, but seeing him on TV doing what he does isn’t quite 
enough. 


This? Now, this is way closer to pushing me over the edge, 
and there’s not even a finger on me. Although I'd do 
anything to change that right now. 


“Swing by the show today and see for yourself,” he says. 


“I can probably just get tickets to be in the studio audience 
online. | don’t want to waste your time.” 


His head shakes side to side as his eyes narrow. “You're a 
tough little nut to crack, Charlotte...” 


“| just go by Charlotte,” | say, for some reason not wanting to 
give out my surname. Then again | don’t want him to 
Google me and potentially see the trauma I’ve been through 
these past few years. That would for sure be the nail in the 
coffin and he’d high-tail it in the other direction in a hurry. 


But what coffin am | talking about? It’s as if | think he’s... 
hitting on me? 


Come on? He just sees me as the target audience for his 
show. I’m sure of it. Boring looking, single, and with a few 
pounds to lose. | get it buddy, now you can just get on out 
of here before you insult me some more, without even being 
socially aware enough to realize you're doing it. 


“Okay. My staff will be expecting you, Miss Mystery Girl.” 
“Like | said, | can just get tickets online.” 

“And I’m saying you will not sit with the people in the 
audience. You'll be backstage and get to taste everything 
first, before the show starts, during if you want, and after 
when we all wrap and go out to grab a bite.” 


| gulp down my nerves. 


“This sounds a lot like marketing and a whole lot like not 
paying,” Alexa pipes up yet again. 


“And it sounds like you’re trying to pick her up to me,” a new 
voice chimes in, but | don’t turn to look and see where it’s 
coming from. “Can you just ring me up real quick, 


sweetheart,” the same guy says with a thick New York 
accent. “I’m in a hurry.” 


It’s only then that | realize he’s looking at me, but obviously 
Christian has already put two and two together, which is 
very unlike me right now. My brain feels like I’m trying to do 
advanced algebra after a night of tequila slammers in 
Cancun, not that I’ve traveled internationally or taken a 
holiday before, but living vicariously through the Travel 
Channel has become another pastime of mine since dad 
passed. 


“I'll ring your fucking bell if you talk to her like that again,” 
Christian says, turning to face the man who is built like an 
NFL lineman, but still smaller than Christian is. “She’s 
clearly with me,” he finishes, leaving off the “right now” part 
at the end. Or he could have said, “She’s helping me right 
now,” or, “She’s waiting on me right now.” 


Nope. 
She’s clearly with me. 


“Hey, you're the guy from Chef’s Kiss,” another customer 
asks, and suddenly there’s chatter and it’s only then | notice 
at least five other people have come into the store. | was 
totally locked in on Christian, and dare | say he was the 
Same with me. 


“Here ya go,” he says, tapping his Apple Pay against the 
terminal, but never glancing in Alexa’s direction, just staring 
straight at me. “Just one other thing,” he says. “Do you 
have a rubber spatula and also an offset brushed stainless 
steel icing spatula?” he asks me. 


“I Knew you were making French buttercream frosting!” 
Alexa calls out like she just got a B-I-N-G-O. “I could tell by 
the ingredients.” 


“Do you like French buttercream frosting?” he asks me. It’s 
like Alexa wants to have a conversation with him, but he 
only wants to talk to me. 

“Is it kinda like a Butterfinger, just frosting?” 

“It’s like angels crying on your tongue.” 

“That sounds—” 

“Like silky-smooth frosting with a mellow sweetness and a 
rich custard flavor spread perfectly over a chocolate cake 
and topped with strawberries. And just like what we'll make 


when you stop by the show.” 


“When I stop by,” I say. It’s forty-nine percent statement, 
and fifty-one percent question. 


| just stand there, frozen in the moment. 

“The spatulas, Charlotte,” Alexa reminds me. 

“Oh right.” 

“They’re on shelf sixty-nine.” 

| look at her thinking she’s messing with me, but when | see 
the annoyance being expelled from every part of her body, | 
realize she’s not. | swallow hard and turn and quickly make 


my way toward the back, putting a little extra sway in my 
hips. 


| grab one of every type we have, practically juggling them 
as | come back to the counter. 


He reaches forward and selects the ones he wants, the tips 
of his long, calloused fingers brushing across the back of my 
hands. 


| feel like | stuck my finger in a wall socket and my head is 
being whipped to a pulp in one of his mixing bowls, like 
cream. 


“Perfect,” he says, taking two. Alexa quickly types in the 
codes for them and he taps his payment. 


“Chef's Kiss,” he says. “That’s the show. Just ask for it when 
you come to the studio lot and they'll show you right there.” 


“l'm just starting a new job so | might not—“ 


“Market research. You should come. It will help with your 
job. See you there,” he says and turns before | have a 
chance to say another word. 


| just stare, watching his wide back and oh so perfect tush 
walk out the front door, the jingle of the bells signaling me 
like Pavlov’s dog. But it doesn’t make me hungry. It makes 
me terribly sad. 


“Which are you gonna clean up first? That coffee or the 
puddle of drool you’re making right now staring at him?” 
Alexa asks. 


| swallow, noticing all the saliva in my mouth for the first 
time. 


“I'll get the coffee. Sorry about that.” 


“You can just keep stalking the shelves when you’re done. 
l'II be back when | finish these customers. Today might be 
too early to start with the register.” 


| nod, and hurry back away from all the angry faces that are 
staring at me as if I’m the one that kept them waiting. And 
in some ways | guess | did. 


But I’ve been waiting my whole life for a moment like what 
just happened. It wasn’t even a fantasy of mine because 
there was just no way it could happen. 


| thought. 
And my thoughts are still on what did just happen. 


He’s a celebrity, a public figure, and he has to be nice to 
people. 


But Alexa said he’s always in a hurry and he didn’t even look 
at her. Alexa is the reason nobody was yelling the whole 
time he was standing there. With her Henley top that was 
open about two buttons too far, her impossible hips to waist 
ratio, those dainty shoulders, perfect skin, straight white 
teeth... could go on all day. | mean, I’m perfectly straight 
and | can still acknowledge and admire her beauty. 


But am I losing my mind or did it feel like Christian was 
admiring me? 


I’m new. I’m his target market. There’s just no way, | remind 
myself as | head back to get the mop. 


Maybe in another lifetime... although that Eastern North 
Carolina Vinegar Barbecue Sauce did sound intriguing, and 


a little bit serendipitous for someone named Charlotte. 


Nah, I still don’t believe it. 


CHAPTER 2 


Christian 


“Don’t ever remember you being at the lot this early, sir,” 
Larry, the studio security guard says. 


“Big show today. Gonna need some extra prep time.” 


He gives me a nod and presses the button so the metal arm 
attached to the guard shack raises and | drive through. 


Truth is the lot is closer than my house, and | needed to get 
somewhere private, and fast, to do something about this 
extreme need for her. 


Seconds later | jerk the steering wheel to the side, pulling 
into my reserved spot, cutting the gas, and putting my 
elbow into the door all in one move. 


The steering wheel isn’t the only thing that needs jerking. 


Visuals of those bright blue eyes of hers and that blonde hair 
falling across her shoulders have me more worked up than 
I’ve ever been before. And | have to know if the color of her 
hair is the same below. 


Does she have it, so! can see it when | run my tongue across 
her folds? Or does she keep a light dusting of fur, only 
bringing out more of the savage, feral side of me she’s 
already awakened? 


If she knew the thoughts racing through my mind right now 
she’d think | was beyond perverse. But all the ways I| wanna 
make her mine definitely include some things I’m pretty sure 
she’s not ready for. 


She’s just so damn innocent, so perfect, and unlike any 
other woman I’ve met in showbiz, let alone Hollywood or all 
of Southern California for that matter. All the girls these 
days, and most of the women, are trying to stand out in any 
way they can. 


They show more skin. They damn near sell themselves 
online for followers. And they throw themselves at men on 
dating apps for both attention and short-lived sexual 
pleasure. Where’s the pleasure in that? 


Right, there isn’t any. 


These people think a quick release is something to aim for, 
something to brag about? I’ve never been a short term 
thinker, not to mention how amazing it would be to connect 
with someone on every level, body, mind, and soul, as corny 
as that sounds shooting through my thoughts right now, but 
it’s true. The connection, the delayed gratification, and then 
the ultimate payoff. 


A family forever. 


Children that you’re proud of. A wife that you love and you 
know is faithful to you. 


The thought has me damn near ripping the handle off the 
door, as | yank it open and dart inside the studio. 


It’s empty, as expected. 


| imagine blindfolding her in this dark room, running my 
hands and mouth along those magnificent tits of hers while | 
cup her extraordinary chest. 


The way she swung those full hips from side to side when 
she went to get those spatulas of mine put any and all 
models on the planet to shame. 


And I swore | saw a light dusting of freckles at the base of 
her neck, right by her collarbone which | want to suck on like 
an animal after devouring its prey. 


But I’m not sure if there were freckles or not, she was so 
covered up, and it’s not even cold in Southern California. 
Ever, unless you count the mountains. 


Damn, the mountains. Yeah, she’s got a couple perfect 
slopes attached to her chest all right, and I’d take her skiing 
up in Big Bear any weekend she wants...as long as she 
knows one look at her is gonna bring out the bear inside of 
me. 


The way | want to possess her is completely irrational and | 
know she couldn’t understand it. She’s like a breath of fresh 
air, which is exactly what my cock needs right now. The 
fucker is at full height, trapped in a cotton cage known as 
boxer briefs, and it needs to be freed. If the security guard 
would have looked down into my car he would have sworn | 
had two stickshifts, and banned me from the lot forever. 


My eyes close as I run to the bathrooms, my mind taking in 
the scent of her again. She’s like a damn dream, and the 
second | shove through the door | dash to the last stall and 
kick the door open, jerking down my pants without even 
undoing my belt. 


| damn near break my dick in the process, but | feel no pain, 
only pleasure. Plus you can’t break a steel rod at full 
strength. 


| fist my cock, and stroke, images of her legs spread for me 
on the kitchen counter flashing through my head. I’ve got 
my hand on her ass and my cock jammed down her throat. 
She makes a choking sound, unable to take me. 


Fuck. 


| look down, spitting on my cock and furiously rubbing it in. 
Up and down my dick, beating it like it stole something. 


| can’t remember ever masturbating, let alone like this. 


This is what she’s done to me. She’s possessed me just like | 
want to possess her. 


| continue stroking, not sure if this is pleasure or more a fit of 
lust-filled anger that she’s not here right now, and I’m not 
about to bury my seed so deep inside her it drips out fora 
week straight. But fuck that. That’s not happening. | know 
her hungry, tight little pussy will swallow ever last gulp. 
We're perfect for each other, and | know she'll want my 
babies just as much as I need to give them to her. 


My hips kick and my body jerks forward as I spray my load 
into the wall behind the toilet like one of those power 
cleaning hoses they use to remove graffiti in downtown L.A. 


First one spray, and then another, followed by thick hot 
ropes which fan out in multiple directions, covering the 
toilet seat and floor. 


“Fuck!” | yell, part from the release, part from the damn near 
bucket of seed | just spilled, but mostly from the realization 
that that seed belonged inside her. That was for her, and 
now it’s gone. 


But | can’t be too angry at myself. If | would have saved this 
for her, | probably would have damn near killed her. 


Plus there’s another elephant in the room...the way she was 
looking at me. 


l'm a big guy and my face isn’t exactly made for the cover of 
People’s Most Beautiful issue. | didn’t grow up with a silver 
spoon in my mouth, which is why | pushed to get to where | 
am today...eating off golden ones. 


She probably thinks I’m a freak, a monster, just another 
celebrity with a “don’t you know who | am” attitude. 


Maybe | am hardened, but it’s this damn town that will do 
that to you. Nother. Not yet at least. | have to get to her 
and capture that innocence, bottle it up for me and only me. 


| sound like such a damn hypocrite, but | don’t care. All | 
care about is her, and keeping that perfect sweetness she 
has in her life alive. Always. 


Yeah, I’m obsessed, and jealous as fuck too. | wanted to 
deck that guy who made those comments. If he would have 
looked at her longer than the millisecond he did he would 
have been chewing flooring tiles. 


| can only imagine the size of the lawsuit, but | don’t care. 
I'll go to any length to keep anyone else from trying to take 
what’s mine. 


And she is mine alright, whether she knows it or not. 


It doesn’t even matter if she comes by the show. I’m gonna 
go back there and let her know who she belongs to. 


Me. Forever. 


CHAPTER 3 


Charlotte 


“He’s not interested in me like that,” | say, rolling my eyes at 
the absurdity of Alexa’s words. 


She cleared out the people at the counter so fast | barely 
had time to clean up the mess I’d made. The mess he 
caused me to make, although in no way do I place blame for 
it on anyone but myself. Being responsible and not 
complaining are things | strive for, no matter the cards life 
throws at me. 


“Girl, he was straight up loitering, just trying to extend that 
conversation with you.” 


“He was being polite because I’m new. | was just being 
polite back.” 


“Uh huh,” she says kicking her neck out to one side and 
tilting her head to the other as she looks at me with 
incredulous, completely disbelieving eyes. 


“He probably heard the glass break and felt bad about it.” 
“That man doesn’t feel bad about anything, and he’s not 
exactly known for being cordial either. You didn’t see him 
just chilling out with me like he was with you,” she says, 
making air quotes around the words chilling out. 


“We weren't chilling out,” | say, with a laugh. 


“Well it sure looked like you were cold judging from the way 
your headlights were on their high beam settings.” 


“Are you serious?” | say, raising my hands to my chest to 
cover them, but then drop them quickly remembering that 
he’s no longer here. Strangely in that moment just now | 
just felt them poking through again. Am I still turned on by 
him even though he’s long gone? Or does just thinking 
about him get me to this warm and fuzzy place I’m feeling 
right now?” 


“Look,” she begins. “That man, and what a man he is, has 
been coming in here for years, and he’s never acted that 
way. Never.” She pauses. “I’m gonna be honest with you, 
even though this is kinda embarrassing. | wanted him so 
bad that | was literally trying to figure out his type. | went 
and got a tan, and lost weight trying to look like a gym 
bunny with unlimited frequent flyer miles. He didn’t bat an 
eye. | gained fifteen pounds and tried to chat with him 
about my favorite Netflix shoes, trying to see if he’d be 
down for some Netflix and chill. He pretended like | didn’t 
even exist. Then | started doing tons of hot yoga, let my 
armpit hair grow all wild and played the whole hippie vegan 
thing, thinking that he was into food so maybe he was into 
that lifestyle. He just look at me like | stunk. Literally!” 


“Did you?” 

“Oh you’re wrong to go there,” she says, but we both laugh. 
“Someone like him doesn’t go out of his way to talk to 
someone like me. I’m just going to appreciate it and realize 


it’s a one time thing. It was nice, and now it’s over.” 


“Over? You better get over these limiting beliefs you have 
and believe me when | say you better bring an extra pair of 


panties with you to work tomorrow because | could smell the 
chemistry between you two.” 


“Gross!” | pinch my nose. But did she really? Is that even... 
possible? 


“Come on, Alexa,” | say suddenly feeling way more 
comfortable with her. It’s like she was above me, and pretty 
mean this morning, and now we're kinda on the same level 
or something. This is totally weird. “This is like if Disney 
wised-up and realized women are the new men and then 
made a new, updated for our generation version of Beauty 
and the Beast, and in this case, well... let’s just say | 
wouldn’t be Beauty.” 


Alexa just shakes her head. 

“Tell me one curvy, introverted friend you have that has ever 
attracted a sexy, famous, and I’m gonna go ahead and put it 
out there... wealthy, man like Christian.” 

She says nothing. “Exactly. It’s a fact of life. We're invisible 
in Southern California. Even the waitresses are actresses 
just waiting to make it big. How can | compete with that?” 
“Well, you were sure outcompeting me this morning, 
because believe me when | say I was trying to get his 
attention.” 

Actually, | did notice, but I’m not going to bring it up. 


“He’s all yours. At least you’ve got a shot.” 


“Tell that to my anonymous blog entries for the last three 
plus years.” 


“I'm sorry, but he’ll soon see. I’m sure of it.” But am |I? The 
last thing | want to do is misread signals and assume that 
Alexa’s right. And admit that | thought | saw, and felt the 
Same thing she was seeing. 


| must just be giving off a really good vibe today since | 
finally landed a job. That’s all it is. Law of attraction in real 
life. 


“You wanna try the register for a bit or stay back here?” she 
asks, finally changing the subject. 


“Back here,” | say so quickly | almost literally spit it out. I’m 
definitely not looking to be customer-facing if | don’t 
absolutely have to. And by absolutely | mean the store’s on 
fire and | just have to point to the direction of the fire exit, 
while I’m trying to get there myself. 


“Suit yourself. | just thought you were on a roll and you 
might want to test your results.” 


“Test my results?” 


“Yeah, you know, like how we rotate products, offer 
discounts, and stuff like that. It’s even easier online where 
we already know customer preferences, buying habits and 
things like that.” 


“Machine learning?” 

“Exactly. But you just test it in real life, on guys. It’s why | 
keep a journal, to see what outfits fill the tip jar best. To 
know which powerful guys actually like me being a dom to 
them in real life. Things like that.” 


“You sleep with the customers?” | gasp. 


“No, silly. Just the way I talk to them. Powerful guys get off 
on a woman who doesn’t take their shit and is even more 
powerful towards them than they could ever be to us. Split 
testing. You have to try it.” 


“| think | know what it is. There are some guys online posing 
as authors who are always stealing from my favorite author, 
Flora Ferrari.” 


“Come again?” her head jerks back. 


“Yeah, Flora only writes under that one pen name, but other 
authors have literally borrowed, | say with air quotes, her 
name, covers, way of writing blurbs, story structure, 
everything.” 


“That sounds pretty lame.” 


“Very, it’s why | never read their stuff. Rehashed knockoffs 
of an original are never as good as the real thing, and only 
make you mad that you wasted time reading something 
subpar by a guy in his mom’s basement claiming to be a 
woman.” 


“Sounds like internet dating.” 


r 


“Sounds like a lot of things in life these days, unfortunately, 
| say and we both laugh. 


“You're crazy,” Alexa says. 
“Big imagination. Do you read fiction?” 


“Nah, | just try and live a life that’s so crazy no one would 
believe it.” 


“So you live it out in real life. | guess we’re more alike than | 
would have first guessed.” 


“| guess so,” she says, with her warmest smile of the day. “If 
you need anything l'Il be up front.” 


“Thanks,” | reply, feeling way better about everything. 


But I’m still not sure how | feel about Christian, and | don’t 
want my guess about what he thought about me to be 
wrong. 


Wait, does that mean | am guessing that he likes me, despite 
my attempts to convince myself otherwise? 


I’m so confused right now. | just need to keep my head 
down and make some money. My wild imagination, 
compliments of all those romance novellas | read, was just 
running wild in here. 


There’s a reason | pay ten bucks a month for Kindle 
Unlimited... because it’s a fantasy. It doesn’t happen in real 
life, especially not to someone like me. 


Does it? 


CHAPTER 4 


Charlotte 


The next morning 


| step off the bus and pull my old Nokia brick phone out of 
my pocket. Thirty minutes early, of course. 


| breathe in and out, look around and realize that nothing’s 
going to be open at five in the morning around here. For 
this job we have to arrive early to stock shelves and prepare 
togo items... but not this early. 


It’s a habit that was ingrained in me from an early age, 
beaten into my head like a drum. 


“If you're not ten minutes early, you’re late,” my dad used to 
always Say. 


| choke back tears thinking about him. These last five years 
were a long, drawn out process. | stayed by his side as much 
as | could, missing school often and falling behind almost 
every semester. Luckily all those romance books paid off in 
an unexpected way. Being a voracious reader, even as a 
child, it helped me catch up so quickly that some teachers 
actually thought | was cheating. | smile through the tears 
that run down my face. | was so good they couldn’t even 
believe it. | was really good at something, and | want to be 
good at this job. 


The doctor had diagnosed dad with prostate cancer five 
years ago, but that was only after I| practically dragged him 


in there kicking and screaming for an exam. Luckily for 
Father’s Day one of the clinics was doing free check-ups, but 
| told him I'd paid for it to get him to go. He wasn’t pleased 
when he found out later it was free, and | wouldn’t have lost 
any money if he hadn’t gone, but on the flip side if | could 
have convinced him earlier maybe | wouldn’t have lost him 
at all. 


The death certificate said it was prostate cancer, but | really 
think it was a broken heart. My mom ran off with some truck 
driver never to be seen again when | was three. | thought 
dad’s were the ones who did that kind of thing? Again, 
women are the new men | guess. 


Dad did everything he could to make my life the best that 
he could. But with limited skills and job opportunities | 
knew Santa would be flying right past our house each and 
every year. 


| turned lemons into lemonade, learning how to mix and 
match fifty cent pieces of clothing from thrift stores, 
Goodwill, and the Salvation Army. It’s amazing how many 
color combinations navy blue, white, and gray can form ona 
blonde haired girl. 


Lemons into lemonade see. 


But I’m not used to getting the lemonade just given to me, 
which is why this whole thing with Christian is so strange to 
me. | feel like there needs to be some sort of suffering 
before a guy like that even talks to me, or feels sorry enough 
for me just to wish me a good day. 


It’s not that | feel sorry for myself, it’s just that... well, | guess 
a psychiatrist could tell me if | could ever squeeze my last 
two pennies together to be able to afford one. 


Dad was as close to a sounding board as | had, so | don’t 
have anyone to bounce ideas off of anymore. And if | don’t 
pay the rent on our studio this month, l'Il be bounced out on 
the street. Now how do! come up with a way to ask for my 
paycheck a couple days early, especially considering the 
world works on direct deposit these days. 


| squeeze my eyes shut realizing what that means. It will 
probably take a pay period just to get it set up. My stomach 
tightens and the anxiety sets in immediately as | feel like 
I’ve been hit between the eyes with a hammer. 


On the street with one duffel bag containing all my 
possessions, and that bag not even being full, is definitely 
not a good way to go through life. But l'Il figure it out. | 
always do. 


“You're early,” Chester, my boss says as | approach the door. 


“Good morning,” | say, perking up. “I didn’t want to be 
late.” 


“Well you may be a lot of things, but late isn’t one of them.” 
What’s that supposed to mean? 

| watch as he slides the key into the lock, noticing his 
fingernails have a bit of dirt underneath and his hand is 
Shaking slightly. It’s only when he holds the door open for 
me and | pass by do! smell the alcohol on his breath and 
notice his blood shot eyes. 


He hasn't been home yet. 


| know I can’t clock in yet, but | get started on stocking right 
away, not even remembering to take off my jacket. 


“Charlotte, Charlotte, Charlotte,” he says. “Relax. Just 
because the boss is here doesn’t mean you have to freak 
out.” 


“I'm not freaking out. | just figure it’s better to get started 
than to sit around until some arbitrary time on a clock.” 


“We can’t pay you for this,” he looks at his watch, “extra 
twenty-five minutes.” 


“It’s okay. | like to keep busy. It keeps my mind... focused,” | 
say, swallowing my tongue when | meant to say something 
else. 


Not a minute goes by and he pipes up again. “Why don’t 
you come back here and we can talk about how your first 
day went. Do you take your coffee with cream or sugar?” 


| freeze, and my decision making skills kick into overdrive. 
How do I play this? If the boss doesn’t like me then he could 
give me closing shifts, even though he promised me he 
wouldn't when | started. There’s no bus that late and | 
wouldn’t be able to get home without walking through some 
really sketchy parts of L.A. Then again, | wasn’t supposed to 
work the register, but Alexa was all about me learning how 
yesterday, and she gets her orders from Chester. 


“With lots of cream and even more sugar,” I say. “FII be 
right there.” 


| walk up to the front door and open it quietly, sliding a brick 
in place so technically anyone could walk in... which | could 
use as an excuse if for any reason | need to end our “coffee 


break.” The coffee break before we even start working that 
is. So it’s not even a break, but a get to know how my first 
day went. 


Maybe I’m overreacting. Maybe I’ve watched too many of 
those To Catch A Predator type shows, while | spent hours by 
my dad’s bedside holding his hand while he slept. 


And maybe I’m not just some naive nineteen-year-old virgin, 
but in reality I’ve read enough books to know how this story 
could turn out, even though | hope and doubt it will. 


| refuse to be the girl who’s too stupid to live. Nope, not 
gonna do it. Wouldn’t be prudent, | say in my head in my 
best Dana Carvey impersonating a former U.S. presidents 
voice and almost bust out laughing. I’m not political at all, 
but | find good impersonations hilarious. 


| move to the back office and am glad to see the door is 
open. “Here ya are,” Chester says, and slides a coffee across 
the table, but not to me, but to the far corner. Strange. 


| lean to get it, noticing out of my peripheral vision he’s 
trying to look down my top, or hope I rest my breasts on his 
desk. Strike one, buddy. 


This is one of the reasons why | find it so exhausting trying 
to interact with people. Why can’t people just be normal 
and not angle for something all the time? Then again this is 
L.A., the land of make believe and everyone is pretending to 
be someone they’re not, except... strangely... Christian. 


With him everything flowed, and even though there was a 
counter in-between us yesterday it was clear one hundred 
percent of his attention was focused on me and me alone. | 
haven't felt that, ever, except from dad. 


No amount of hair flipping, back arching, kissy lip popping, 
and all of the other moves Alexa has in her bag of tricks 
drew his eye once. Not once! And she said she has never 
been able to capture his attention in three years. But it was 
almost like he didn’t even see her, and he certainly did very 
little to even acknowledge her presence. | would say that 
was rude, but this was different. It was like she was trying to 
interrupt us. She was the one to blame, not that | have any 
ill will towards her. Her manners, or lack thereof, was the 
problem. Not me, even though | did kinda seem like a 
“problem” for Christian, according to her... making him hot 
under the collar. 


How any male customer could ignore Alexa, | have no idea. 
And not only ignore her but to talk to me instead. 


| mean, | don’t even know how to flirt and can barely hold a 
conversation. Spending so much time with my dad as his 
condition worsened, it’s not like | had many conversations, 
or any at all for that matter, with anyone other than him. 
Sometimes if he wasn’t feeling well days would go by where 
| wouldn’t even speak to anyone, or even open my mouth to 
laugh. | was somewhere between solitary confinement, 
which | would never make light of, and no meaningful 
human contact at all for days on end at time. 


But now, I’m not so sure what kind of human contact Chester 
has on his mind at coming up on ten minutes after five in 
the morning. 


“Let me show you something,” he says getting out of his 
seat and making his way behind me. As he stands quickly 
from his desk it’s only then | take inventory of the things 
that are there. Or should | say the one thing that was there 
when | interviewed and is conspicuously inconspicuous now. 


The framed picture of him and his family. 


“Look at this stack of applications we had for your position,” 
he says, sliding open a filing cabinet and pulling out a thick 
stack of papers before thumbing over the top in one rapid 
sweep. 


But it’s not that fast, and I notice those are invoices, and not 
applications. 


“I knew it would be a very competitive position and I’m 
extremely grateful to have been selected. Thank you very 
much,” I say, standing and raising my coffee. “Cheers to our 
new working relationship.” 


I am sincere about my appreciation, even though my gesture 
of a toast with coffee may seem a bit strange, but apparently 
not strange enough for him to realize that I’m getting in a 
position where I can throw it in his face and run out that 
door if he gets much shadier. 


“Cheers,” he says, tapping my Styrofoam cup too hard, and 
the contents splashing over the top. 


| jerk my feet back quickly, but not fast enough. Some hits 
my shoes and seeps through before | can even think of 
dabbing them with a towel. This coffee is hotter than the 
stuff they used to give at the McDonald’s drive through back 
in the day, from what I’ve read online, and does it ever burn. 


“Sorry. My mistake,” he says. “There’s a small bathroom 
just around the corner outside where you can freshen up.” 


“Sorry?” | say, bells going off as I try and buy time as his arm 
Slides in front of the door, blocking it. He widens his stance 


and drops one hand in front of his crotch as if he’s practiced 
this before, as if he immediately knew what | was going to 
think. 


“Come on, Charlotte. Let’s not play games here,” he says, in 
a completely different voice, all the fake kindness of it 
completely gone and lifeless. “Except the games...| want to 
play.” 


“I'm just here to do my job and go home,” | say, unable to 
catch a breath as | look around the room for options and see 
none. 


“Oh, I’ve got a job for you, and it’s not on the clock. It’s a 
job alright, and it’s to blow my cock.” He slams the door 
shut and the feeling of being trapped cloaks me. 


“Huh huh,” | whimper at the lacerating tone and the fact 
that this absolute creep rhymed it. For sure he’s practiced 
this or even worse, this isn’t his first time trying this. 


“| know you’re from the wrong side of the tracks. This is 
what little girls like you over there do, right? Hell, | wouldn’t 
be surprised if your daddy or uncle made you do it a time or 


a 


“You shut your fucking mouth!” | yell, feeling rage shoot 
though me as | jab a finger out toward him, but my 
aggression, and losing my cool, only works against me as he 
grabs my wrist and does some ninja Brazilian Jiu-Jitsu move 
on me and spins me right around. 


He jams my elbow into my back, my wrist up high as he runs 
me forward three steps and | slam into the wall with him 
behind me, feeling his semi-hard little cock pressing against 
my ass. 


| kick back like a Donkey, but I can't get any leverage with 
my knee up against the wall. 


“A feisty one this time,” he says, and my heart drops in my 
chest. | knew this wasn’t his first time. “Like they say, all 
women have a rape fantasy. Let’s see how yours plays out.” 


“You're not going to ra-”, | try to yell the last word, but as a 
practiced predator he knows it’s coming and his hand covers 
my mouth, 


| bite at his fingers but his hand moves, the base of his palm 
finding my jaw as he presses my lower teeth up into the 
uppers so | can’t speak. 


Suddenly | hear duct tape being pulled and feel a piece 
wrap around the wrist behind my back and around the top of 
my chest over and over again as | try and buck my hips back 
into his groin to no avail. 


| keep on trying to bite down and even elbow back with my 
other arm, but again...no leverage, so my blows are mostly 
my tricep against his side and my elbow finding air. 


Quickly he duct tapes my mouth and then pushes me to the 
ground, grabbing my feet in a swift move hog tying me. 


“Hell, you should be thankful somebody’s trying to fuck your 
timid, mousy, bookworm ass,” he snarls, and for the first 
time | notice all the missing teeth in the back of his mouth. 


His eyes dart to the clock and he looks back and down at me 
like Christian Bale in American Psycho. All he needs is the 
chainsaw for this to be complete. 


“See, you think we’ve got seventeen minutes of fun until 
Alexa gets here, but what you don’t know is she already 
messaged me last night. She’s sick and not coming in. So 
it’s just you and me, and all the time in the world.” He leans 
in closer, grabbing my cheeks hard with his hand looking at 
me from inches away. “And you’re not gonna tell a soul 
when we're done are you.” It’s not a question, which he 
makes obvious as he jerks my head from side to side. 

“Good, | didn’t think so. Now, let the fun begin.” 


He takes a step back and unzips his fly. 


“Remember, it’s a fantasy, so you have to pretend like you 
don’t want this,” he howls. 


| brace my stomach muscles and tighten my feet, kicking 
them out at him as he approaches, but he just brushes them 
to the side. “That’s the spirit. Hell, you keep this up and | 
might even pay you for this half hour... you fucking 
trailerpark whore.” 


He laughs hysterically as he grabs the side of his pants and 
begins to slide them down. 


| look away, wishing | was dead, but thinking of ways I can 
keep fighting knowing I’m running out of options. 


“Now let’s see what you’ve been hiding underneath all those 
clothes.” 


| suck in as deep as I can, pulling my body back trying to 
melt into the floor as he reaches out toward my chest. 


| need a miracle and | need it fast. 


CHAPTER 5 


Christian 


| spent half the night tossing and turning, and the other half 
beating the tar out of the punching bag in my home gym. 


| couldn’t sleep. | was just waiting, willing that clock to roll 
around to this morning so | could see her again... especially 
after she didn’t show up at the taping of my show. 


| spent the whole show anticipating her arrival, thinking for 
sure she'd be there. But when we finished the dish and 
presented it to the audience and camera | only picked at it. 
| couldn’t eat, thinking about how I’d much rather be 
downing a plate of barbecue with her, sliding my sticky 
sweet fingers in her mouth before | slid my tongue in her 
sticky sweet channel. 


| pull up to the restaurant supply store where she works, 
prepared to sit in the parking lot until they open. | don’t 
care if it’s hours away. l'Il wait for the sunrise, catching it 
reflecting off her radiant skin and watch how it shines 
against those baby blue eyes of hers. 


But as | throw the car in park | immediately notice 
something is off. 


I’m out of my car in a flash, seeing the brick that’s propping 
the door open, but not noticing a delivery truck anywhere. 
Nowhere. 


Why would someone prop the door open like that at this 
hour. It’s dangerous, and something tells me my woman 
might be in danger right now. 


It’s like a sixth sense that I’ve never felt before. | suck my 
lips against my teeth and crane my neck, looking inside. 
Nothing. 


| want to call out so as not to startle her, but something’s 
just not right here, like a robbery in progress. And if that’s 
the case the element of surprise is paramount, and I|’d much 
rather come in unannounced if that is indeed what’s going 
down. 


My stomach tightens, feeling worry for her, and anyone that 
might be hurt. As I quietly pull the door open and step 
inside, | literally smell fear, my senses heightened like I’ve 
morphed into Wolverine. And in some ways I have. 


She makes me feel superhuman, gives me more strength 
than | already have. And she’s awakened this need in me to 
make her mine in all ways. 


As | get the door pushed open enough to accommodate my 
big frame I look down at the handle. There are always bells 
on this door announcing the customer’s arrival. | know it 
because | hear them go off every time | rush though this 
door coming and going like a tornado. 


Why are they not here... for the first time ever? 


| hear a man’s voice coming from what appears to be a back 
office. 


Quietly | move towards it as quickly as I| can, pulling up just 
short before | hear the sound of duct tape being pulled from 


the roll. 
Oh hell fucking no! 


| yank on the handle, but it’s locked from the inside. | take a 
step back and surge forward, throwing my shoulder and all 
my bodyweight into the door, splitting the flimsy wooden 
slap right down the middle. 


| throw my shins into the busted wood, putting all that 
boxing aggression from last night into practice...and that’s 
when | see her. 


| step through the busted wood and grab the bastard by the 
back of his collar, fear permeating his eyes. “We were role 
playing fantasies.” 


If there’s one thing | hate it’s a man who abuses women. If 
there’s a second, it’s a liar. And he’s both...and he’s going 
to pay. 


| lift him off the floor, slamming him into the wall and letting 
go, staring him down as he slides to a heap on the floor, 
pretending to be unconscious. 


“You think you’re some big tough man that can overpower 
others. Get on your feet you little bitch, and see what it 
feels like now.” 


His eyes are squeezed shut so tight it’s blatantly obvious 
he’s still alert and hearing everything | say. My first thought 
it to break off one of those splintered pieces of wood from 
the door and stab it right through his eye socket so he can 
never look at my woman again. But right now, | want him to 
see what’s coming. And | want to see the fear in his eyes. 


| grab the fucker by the neck, lifting him in the air and 
tossing him like a ragdoll over the top of his desk. He slams 
into his chair, which slams into the wall. | can hear scurrying 
behind his desk and he jumps up, shaking the cobwebs out 
of his brain, as he punches at the air in front of him with a 
letter opener. 


“You get the fuck outta here or I'll stab you. | swear to—” 


| take one step and leap onto his desk, kicking that letter 
opener right out of his hand and toward the wall opposite 
the side of my woman. On the follow through my heel 

catches his chin and it’s lights the fuck out for this villian. 


But I’m not done. 


“You okay, beautiful,” | say, quickly untying my woman, 
seeing the relief in her eyes and feeling more like a man 
than | ever have before, Knowing | kept her safe... barely. 


| want to kill this man, and I have to be careful not to 
squeeze Charlotte too hard when she throws herself in my 
arms. 


“Is there anyone else here he’s working with?” 

“No,” she says. “Just him.” 

“| need you to be brave and step outside the door for just a 
second, okay?” | ask gently, wiping the tears from her eyes 
and making a mental note to make him pay even more for 


making her cry. 


“Okay,” she whimpers in-between sniffs, and my fists 
tighten. 


| walk with her to the door, checking the store just to make 
sure and then move her out of the doorway and grab her 
face, staring her straight in the eyes. 


“| need you to plug your ears and not look inside, okay?” 


She nods and | just can’t take it anymore. My lips come 
crashing down onto hers, letting her know I’m here for her, 
that she’s safe, and that she’s mine in all ways now. 


Her lips are pulled back, scared, but just as her lips give way 
and she starts to melt into me I pull back. It’s not right to 
kiss her when she’s in this heightened emotional state. Plus, 
I’m not done here. 


| stomp back into this prick’s office, catching him reaching 
for the phone, his eyelids drooping. 


“Oh no you don’t,” | say slapping it off the table. 


| grab him with one hand and and the roll of duct tape with 
the other, before drilling him right in the gut with a knee. 
He doubles over and | hoist him in the air and get to taping 
him to the fucking wall. 


Not three minutes later it’s done, and | make sure not to 
tape his mouth. | want to hear the pain he’s going to feel, 
that I’m going to enjoy inflicting. And | want Charlotte to 
hear it too. Want her to know that she can count on me to 
deliver swift justice to anyone stupid enough to think they 
can touch what’s mine. 


“You like to stick your dick where it doesn’t belong, you 
rapey fuck?” 


| step outside into the store, finding the biggest two 
cucumber | can and make my way back into his office. | 
stick one in his mouth, gagging him, as | tape it in place, 
and get to work putting the other somewhere he’s never 
going to forget. 


CHAPTER 6 


Christian 
“Thank you for saving me. | can’t ever thank you enough.” 


“You never need to thank a man for something he’s 
supposed to do,” | say, as | turn on my signal to enter the 
police parking lot. 


“Where are you taking me?” 


“This needs to be reported. The signs | saw back there tell 
me you aren't the first one he tried this on, and...” | clench 
my teeth, pissed as fuck. “I bet he’s taken it to completion 
before.” | pause, gripping the steering wheel tightly. “| 
really wanted to kill him.” 


“| heard the screams,” she says. “And the bones breaking.” 


“Those bones were his hands and wrists. | made it so he 
can’t ever touch a woman again, and that letter opener 
came in handy for taking off the tip of his tongue so no one 
will ever have to hear that filthy sewer hole of his spitting 
out the vile garbage he’s trying to pass off as words from 
one human to another. He’s not even human. He’s filth.” 


“You cut off his tongue?” 


“Just the tip, and | can’t lie. After making literally a million 
Slicing and cutting movements in my day as a chef, 
including things like beef tongue, it was easy. It was scary 
how much | enjoyed it, but | promise you I’m not a violent 


person, despite what you just saw and heard. It’s just.. 
something came over me when | knew what he wanted to do 
to you, and how far he’d already taken it. | couldn’t leave 
any chance for him to ever try that again with someone 
else.” 


She nods as | throw my Range Rover in park. “Do you feel 
like you can go inside and talk to the police right now?” 


She purses her lips. “I’m not sure.” 


“I know one of the guys on the staff. He’s the nephew of the 
security guard at my show. The security guard is a retired 
cop, really tough guy who doesn’t take any bullshit when it 
comes to abuse of women. I’m sure his nephew feels the 
same way.” | pause. “What if | have him come out here and 
talk to you, and you don’t have to go inside.” 


She shakes her head. “I’m okay.” 


“You sure?” | ask, not wanting to press her, but also needing 
this to be taken care of for good. 


“Yeah, this needs to stop and realistically he scared the shit 
outta me, but he didn’t technically do... anything.” 


“If he made you feel uncomfortable for a millisecond then he 
already did way too much. Don’t make light of this. Don’t 
give this man one ounce of pity.” 


“| don’t, it’s just that... well...how are the cops gonna believe 
me?” 


“What are you talking about?” My head pulls back, 
completely shocked at her words. 


“| mean...I’m not exactly the type of person these things 
happen to.” 


Every word in the English language escapes me and it’s only 
then | realize just how innocent, sweet, and pure this woman 
is. And unfortunately not valuing herself at the one 
millionth percent she should. 


“Listen to me,” | say, grabbing her face. “You’re an amazing 
young woman. Incredible. And everyone’s going to believe 
you, not to mention | took pictures of that vile beast with my 
phone before | left. | have a stellar reputation in this town 
and | would never make up something like this. The cops 
know that. Plus they’re trained to read body language, tone 
of voice, all sorts of things. As much as it pains me to Say it, 
they’ve seen this before, and they'll know just from looking 
at you that you’re telling the truth. They’ll know before you 
even open your mouth to say the first words the’ll need for 
their report.” 


A long moment passes. “You're right,” she says. “You're 
right.” 


“And you know what you are?” | state with a flat tone, letting 
her know I’ve got another fact of life that it’s time to drop on 
her like a truth bomb from the sky. 


She shakes her head. 


“You're beautiful. And you’re mine,” | say, and | bring my 
forehead to hers and for the first time all day | see the 
corners of her lips start to turn up and watch her literally 
blossom in that moment as she feels her self-worth grow to 
match the radiance of that smile. And that’s the smile I’m 
going to put on her face for the rest of her life...and make 
sure it stays there. Forever. 


CHAPTER 7 


Charlotte 


Not forty-five minutes later we’re pulling up to Christian’s 
place, or should I say palace. 


His initials CC adorn the wrought iron gate at the entrance 
to his driveway, and a man at the guardshack comes out and 
practically salutes him before waving him through. 


“You're safe here,” he says, sweeping his hand back and 
forth as if to point out the high fence that surrounds his 
property. 


“I'm sorry | didn’t come to the show taping yesterday. The 
afternoon shift called in sick and | picked up their hours. | 
really need all the money I can get right now, although I’m 
probably not getting a penny from that job now.” 


“You don’t work there anymore. You're going to take some 
time off to heal. We'll get you a psychiatrist if you like, or 
we can not talk about it again if you prefer that. When 
you're ready you'll come work for me. l'Il triple whatever 
you were getting at the restaurant supply store.” 


“Thank you, but that’s too generous.” 
As we pull up to the front of his house, he throws the car in 


park and tosses the keys to someone. “It’s not up for 
debate,” he says, as he opens my door and helps me out. 


Entering his house, | feel like I’m entering a grand hotel or 
something, at least the pictures I’ve seen of them on the 
internet. 


“Let’s have a drink out back. Do you prefer hot tea, coffee, 
or maybe even hot chocolate?” 


“Hot chocolate,” | say, realizing | haven’t had that in forever. 
“Or Starbucks if you’ve got it,” | laugh, pressing my luck. 
“It’s my favorite and it used to be my sanctuary to just go 
there and escape from everything, taking in the scent of 
their coffee as they brewed it.” 


“Which flavor?” | ask. 


“Right now | feel like pumpkin spice,” | giggle, feeling way 
better. 


It’s only then I notice the butler in the corner, who nods and 
scurries away to what must be the kitchen. 


Christian leads me out back to a garden and almost as soon 
as we sit down a cup of black coffee and a Starbucks 
pumpkin spice latte, in a Starbucks mug, are placed on the 
beautiful little quaint table that faces a tiny fountain, with a 
chair on either side. 


Just before the butler goes Christian mumbles something to 
him and | swear | heard something | can’t believe. 


“Did you ask him to cancel the taping of your show today?” 
“Cheers,” Christian says, totally ignoring my question. 


“Christian, that show is important. | don’t want you to—“ 


“We've got plenty of new episodes waiting to air. Taking one 
day off isn’t going to hurt anyone.” 


“But the employees, they must—“ 


“Be ecstatic they’re going to get paid while taking a day off 
to go to the beach?” 


| give up, smiling and meet his mug with mine. “Cheers.” 


We slowly ease into the morning, and it takes me awhile to 
believe how early it still is. While most people are racing off 
to sit in traffic for an hour or more on the way to their jobs, 
I’m in what must be the most tranquil place in all of 
Southern California... drinking Starbucks with the man of my 
dreams. My day has completely flipped upside down, thanks 
to him. But there’s something that happened earlier that 
really has my head, and my stomach, spinning. And I want 
to know more about what that really was. 


“Christian?” | say, interrupting him as he’s explaining 
something about the olive tree in his backyard. 


He turns his body more towards me, facing me straight on 
and then nods. 


“What happened back there before you went back in the 
building?” 


“You mean when | kissed you.” 
| smile, my head turning down and away at how quickly he 
knew exactly what | was talking about and how assuredly he 


answered me. 


“Yeah. That,” | practically giggle. 


“That was to let you know you were safe, and that you’re 
mine from now on.” 


“Yours?” 
“That’s right,” he says, his gaze narrowing. 
“What exactly does that mean?” 


“That means you're mine in every way. You have been since 
about this time yesterday when | walked into that store. The 
moment | saw you that was it for me.” 


“I’m not sure | can believe it.” 


“Do you believe it now,” he says, taking the mug from my 
hands and slowly bringing his lips to mine again, but this 
time | can’t hold back. | cup his face and melt into him, the 
Starbucks and taste of him mixing, the scent of all his fresh, 
exotic flowers in his backyard swirling in the air, and | swear 
I’ve died and gone to heaven. 


CHAPTER 8 


Christian 


| pace the room, staring at the clock on the wall which reads 
just after three in the morning. It’s the second night in a row 
I’ve barely slept, but here | am, energy shooting through me. 


After that kiss in the garden earlier today it took the 
willpower of a thousand Navy SEAL snipers not to progress 
things with Charlotte. | just couldn’t. It wouldn’t be right. 


I want her to want me when her mind is clear, notin a 
heightened emotional state like after this morning. 


A big part of me, a very big part, wants to release this pent 
up pain in my shorts that I’m trying to lounge in, although 
there’s nothing loungey about my racing pulse and the way 
I’m strumming my fingertips across the side of my leg. 


I’ve never felt as much like a protector as | do right now. 
Having her here under my roof, sleeping peacefully and 
knowing no one can ever harm her again makes me feel like 
a real man. Her man. The only man for her. 


Tomorrow I’m going to take her to work and show her just 
how much alike we are, how my passions are her passions... 
and when we get home l'Il show her just how passionate | 
am about her. Always. 


CHAPTER 9 


Charlotte 


| lie in bed, tossing and turning wondering why Christian 
didn’t take things further after our kiss in the garden this 
morning. He had all day but he held back, and now | know 
the real truth. 


He’s a great guy, as | thought. But as | suspected, he’s just 
not interested in me. I’m not sure if l'm embarrassed we 
kissed, twice, or grateful that we did. 


| think back to all those times | tried to pleasure myself to 
completion to the thought of him, but couldn’t ever quite 
get there. Now here I am under his roof, in a bed in his 
palatial estate without my clothes on and the urge to touch 
myself isn’t there. Not now that we’ve been so close, and | 
know he’s ready to back away. 


It doesn’t make sense though. | felt like we bonded all day 
over our conversations about how much we both love 
cooking and losing a parent to cancer. Maybe that was the 
mood killer right there. And maybe he just finally figured 
me out for who | am... boring. 


It’s not me feeling sorry for myself, it’s just reality. | work. | 
go home. | read. Eventually | pass out with a faceplant right 
into my Kindle screen. And I do this over and over and over 
again, mixing in a lot of time sitting with my dad, but that’s 
not to be anymore. 


He’s a TV show presenter, and he knows how to talk to 
people, how to say what | want to hear and ask me the right 
questions. Too bad I’m never going to get that fantasy 
question from him, or any man, anytime soon. 


But there never was any other men | wanted, just him. And 
as ridiculous as it sounds, | really thought we had 
chemistry...if we only just met. 


And then we did, and we did. 


But now this. This purgatory, that | don’t want to be a part 
of. 


l'II honor my word and go with him to work tomorrow, and | 
appreciate what he’s done for me to this point and how he’s 
allowed me to spend tonight in his house, versus being at 
my house, scared and alone. 


But after tomorrow’s show | have to look for a new job, and 
get my life together... because clearly our lives aren’t coming 
together anytime soon. 


Strangely with that realization and acceptance | drift off to 
sleep, just trying to enjoy this one night in an amazing 
California King bed with the pillow top mattress. My dreams 
were answered today in every way I could have wished for, 
except one. 


At least | got today. Tomorrow’s a new day and that means 
what it’s always meant. The fight resumes. 


| feel myself drifting off, thankful for all the fun 
conversations we had today, knowing this time tomorrow l'Il 
be in my tiny twin sized bed wishing the springs of the 


twenty-plus-year-old mattress would stop jabbing me in the 
side. 


But it’s that poke of reality that | need to remind me that 
this life isn’t for me. 


Never was, never will be. 


C’est la vie. 


CHAPTER 10 


Christian 
“We're on in thirty,” my showrunner says. 


There’s been some weird anxiety just floating under the 
surface all day, coming from Charlotte. She’s having fun. | 
can see it in her eyes and the way she’s reacting, but it’s like 
things are just a bit off, and | need to do everything | can to 
change that, show her I’m the one for her because she is 
absolutely the one for me. 


“In twenty Christian.” 


It started this morning at Starbucks. She was in heaven 
when she had a coffee, and blown away when we had time 
for two. | could have sat there all day, just staring at her 
make-up free perfect face, and her wet hair from the shower 
she took. Just watch her hair dry and listen to the sound of 
her soft, feminine voice as she shared the story of her father, 
that damn near broke my heart. Her honesty opened me up 
completely, and | told her a similar story of how my mother 
died my last year of high school, after I’d spent my entire 
high school time watching over her. I’d do it again in a 
heartbeat, it’s not even a question. She was my mother, my 
heart and soul. She was there when dad walked out on us 
before | was born and she'll always be with me, even if not in 
the physical anymore. 


But now there’s a new woman in my life, and | know my 
mom would be proud and so happy for me. 


She always told me to find a woman who’s true to herself, 
not trying to be anything she’s not, because if she’s not true 
to herself how can she be true to you? Truer words were 
never spoken, and there are definitely some words | want to 
hear Charlotte speaking later tonight. Screaming as a 
matter of fact, and that starts with my name. 


“Five seconds, CC.” 
| give her a nudge. “You ready for this?” 


She smiles and I can see the excitement in her eyes as we’re 
about to broadcast live to millions of homes across the 
country. The final lights flash to life, the heat of them nearly 
Knocking her back. It still blows me away how much heat 
those things put off. 


“In three...two...one...and...” 


“Good afternoon, everybody. This is Christian Cherry coming 
to you live from Los Angeles. And today we have a special 
guest Charlotte Chapman in the kitchen and together we’re 
going to whip up some,” | pause, whipping out my best 
Southern accent, “Eastern North Carolina Vinegar Sauce for 
y'all. Now, let’s begin!” 


l'm supposed to lead with an advertiser spot, but I just skip 
it, not really sure what in the heck is going on. I’m just 
flying today and the teleprompter is flashing “SLOW DOWN” 
in red letters. 


My tongue’s moving a mile a minute, but there’s just 
something about having her here by my side that energizes 
me, makes me feel like it’s my first day on TV all over again. 
It’s like | get to relive that high anew, and when | look at her 
| can see she’s feeling it too. 


Her pupils are dilated, her hands are damn near shaking, 
and she’s got an ear to ear smile spread across her face. 


“The first things we need to pull this off are cider vinegar, 
crushed red pepper, ground black pepper, and salt,” | say, 
and Charlotte fans her hands over the top of the condiments 
in a way that would make letter-turner Vanna White jealous. 


She carefully hands me each of the ingredients, kind of 
rolling the salt and pepper shaker over the back of her hand 
like the cool kids used to do with their pencils back in high 
school. 


“Where'd ya learn to do that,” | ask Charlotte, playing to 
what the crowd surely didn’t miss. 


“My favorite place in the house. The kitchen.” 


The crowd claps and laughs before the applause sign even 
lights up. They can relate, and that usually means the 
viewers at home can too. 


“Now I’m just going to sprinkle a little bit of these in here,” | 
say. “And then we can measure out the vinegar.” 


“How much vinegar do we need,” Charlotte pipes up, as if 
we’re back at Starbucks just free flowing away with our 
conversation. 


| squint at the teleprompter, as Charlotte is taking us off 
script a bit. | open my mouth to reply, but she doesn’t even 
let me get the words out. 


“The teleprompter says a cup,” she says. “Allow me.” 


She shakes the bottle a couple times. “To make sure all the 
freshest parts get to the top. Plus the bit of foam will make 
it more fun,” she says. That’s the first I’ve ever heard it 
described like that. Then she just tilts the bottle and dumps 
some in the mixing bowl. 


“You don’t measure ingredients, Charlotte?” 


The teleprompter flashes “GET HER UNDER CONTROL’ | turn 
and look at the producer and snarl. Nobody tells my woman 
what to do, especially not another man. 


“After you've cooked as long as | have you don’t need too. 
Plus cooking is supposed to be fun, an adventure. If you 
measure everything where’s the variety? Where's the 
artistry? And more importantly it just makes cooking more 
stressful and time consuming, and puts people off doing it. 
They just order out instead. If we just kinda free flow we can 
enjoy the journey together, and if it’s not perfect we'll still 
enjoy it because we did it together, our own way. And even 
if it’s a bit off, it will still be good enough.” 


The crowd claps even more than before as Charlotte grabs 
the whisker and quickly stirs everything together. 


“You go girl,” | say. 


“Oh, | already went,” she says, and the crowd absolutely 
loses it with laughter. 


“MORE. LET HER RUN WITH THIS,” the teleprompter 
flashes. Hollywood...go figure, they just go with what’s hot, 
but only after someone else takes the risk. 


| playfully take a step back and fold my arms over my chest, 
the crowd really getting into it even more. “Just let me know 


when it’s time to eat,” | kid, and there’s even more laughter. 


“I will, but first a word from our sponsor,” Charlotte says, 
looking up at the teleprompter. “If you want to guarantee 
the absolute best tasting Eastern North Carolina Vinegar 
Sauce, then | recommend you only cook with Christian’s 
Culinary. He’s got spice you can use on the heirloom 
tomatoes you can dice...one hundred percent grass-fed 
bis-,” she says holding the first syllable before finishing the 
word, “-on, that you can put in your freezer for up to six 
months on ice, for a good price for when the time is nice. 
You can even serve it thrice over Spanish rice when your 
friend Bryce Pryce asks for an extra slice.” 


| look up at the teleprompter realizing she just completely 
free-styled that...one hundred percent ad libbed off script. 


The crowd erupts, standing and the people start clapping for 
more. 


She flows right into a new verse and | just look at the 
producer, as he bends at the elbows, his shoulders going up 
to ear level as he turns his palms up to the sky. 


Movement to my left catches my eye and | turn to see our 
sales counter, which sits just off stage and out of sight of the 
audience starts clicking up... fast. 


We hit one hundred orders like nothing, and zoom past one 
thousand not a dozen seconds later. 


My producer’s eyes about pop out of his head and he spins 
his finger in a clockwise motion as if to suggest “more, keep 
this going.” 


But | have no control over this, over her. This is all 
Charlotte, and damn am | proud of her. 


For the first time | can remember in a long time, the main 
camera spins all the way around and points up at the crowd. 
They're dancing! 


| look back at the order counter and we're closing in on ten 
thousand units sold since the show opened. | look at the 
clock on the wall, which counts us to the commercial 
breaks. We haven’t even been on air two minutes! 


And two minutes later we’re crossing fifty thousand orders 
and | haven’t opened my mouth yet. 


| do the math in my head, wondering if | should stop 
Charlotte so we can cut to our first break in a few minutes or 
just let her run. The way she’s moving product right now it’s 
more profitable to skip commercials. Now, thatis a first. 


I’m proud of my show and what we’ve done, but this is next 
level. It’s just seeing the way she interacts with the crowd 
that shows me just how badly we needed new life injected 
into our program. But it wasn’t just any life, it was her. And 
not just into the program, but my life. 


The most important thing about all of this isn’t seeing how 
much she’s selling, it’s seeing how much fun she’s having. 
That anxiety that was lying under the surface earlier today 
has completely disappeared. She’s in the zone, loving life 
without a care in the world. 


And at thirty-nine years old, and completely infatuated with 
this woman, there’s nothing more that | could enjoy right 
now than what’s happening right in front of my eyes. 


Stepping back and letting her run with this is something | 
can’t put into words. 


We hit commercials two minutes late, but there’s not one 
complaint from the crew. They are literally swaying from 
side to side, clapping...the room is electric. 


“Where’d you come up with that?” | ask her, completely 
awestruck. 


“| read books. Words are my best friends, and making up 
little rhymes has always been a fun hobby of mine.” 


“You're like Enimem out there in the middle of a rap battle.” 


She giggles, and opens the fridge on set, scooping up a bit 
of French cream and tapping me on the nose with it. “You're 
silly.” 


“We're on!” the producer yells, and the crowd wails out the 
interplay between the two of us. 


“And you’re naughty,” | say, grabbing the offset brushed 
stainless steel icing spatula that she got for me just 
yesterday and playfully spanking her backside with it. 


“| don’t think you're ready for this jelly,” she sings into the 
rubber spatula, channeling her best Beyonce, and next thing 
| know | flip my spatula over and growl, “My body’s too 
bootylicious.” 


There’s not a dry eye in the crowd as I’m completely out of 
my element. I’m the structured guy who has a script and 
follows it. | don’t sing. | don’t dance. I’m a damn man, for 
Pete’s sake. But her youthful exuberance is captivating, 
overwhelming, and sweeps everyone up in its path. 


Next thing | know the show is done seemingly before it’s 
even started. We high five and the director yells, “Cut!” 


The crowd cheers, people high fiving each other and... 
trading recipes? Seeing people in the crowd from Alaska to 
Arkansas, Seattle to South Beach, and everywhere in 
between sharing family secrets like this so freely blows my 
mind. 


But there’s one thing about family that is definitely not a 
secret when it comes to her... how much I want her to have 
my babies. 


The animalistic side in me comes back out, as | scoop her up 
in my arms and carry her off set. 


“Put me down. I’m too heavy.” 


“You're perfect, and right where you’re supposed to be...in 
my arms.” 


“Call the factory in Italy and see if they can make more. 
Overtime, doubletime, | don’t care. This girl’s a hit!” the 
producer yells into the phone. 


“Not this girl,” | snarl as we pass. “My girl.” 


CHAPTER 11 


Charlotte 


| don’t know what’s gotten into me, but | sure know what | 
want to get into me. 


Him. 


I’ve never had so much fun in my life, and I’m not going to 
lie and pretend like for half an hour there all my anxieties 
about being around people didn’t completely disappeared. 
Not only that, Christian didn’t step forward once and try and 
steal my thunder. And it’s his show! 


| wasn’t trying to hijack it, | just started having so much fun, 
all the tension that’s been inside me for so long melting 
away that | just couldn’t stop. And Christian was right there 
behind me, supporting me, letting me fly without even 
thinking of clipping my wings. 


His age, and the maturity that comes with it, were really 
shining through. And his worldly ways and all that he’s 
already accomplished leave no desire for him to act ina 
jealous way. He let me have the whole episode, and now | 
want to let him have the whole enchilada... me... for the first 
time. 


Christian leads me into his house as lightning slashes 
through the sky overhead and | feel a raindrop, an extreme 
rarity for Southern California. Despite my thoughts last 
night that I’d just sneak out after the show and go back to 
my normal life, putting a nice bow on this little experience. 


Not now. 


The minute we’re through the door he grabs me and lifts me 
up, holding me above his head like a child, the child he’s 
looking at me like he wants to put in me. His arms don’t 
even seem to strain and his breathing doesn’t change at all, 
despite the fact that I’m far from some waifish girl. 


His eyes stay locked on mine as he carries me into his dining 
room, sitting me on the table. 


“You keep looking at me like that and you’re going to feel 
some real thunder real quick,” he says, his voice deeper 
than the crackle of thunder that he’s promising. His rough 
words are like sandpaper dragging across my ears, causing 
my skin to tingle. 


My arm tenses and my body shivers, needing to hear more, 
wanting to feel everything. 


“How am I looking at you?” | ask, Knowing damn well the 
look | was giving him, telegraphing my need which was out 
of control. The odds of getting struck by lightning are slim 
to none, especially inside a home, but in this instance | knew 
lightning, thunder and all kinds of powerful forces were 
about to rain down on me. And these forces all started and 
ended with him. 


“You're looking at me like you want me to consume you just 
like that incredible barbecue sauce you made on the show 
today. Like you want me to tip you back and drink you down 
all in one go.” 


| moan, letting him know he’s absolutely right. 


“You're looking at me like you want me to shove my dick in 
you so hard, so swift, and so deep that neither of us will 
know where one of us ends and the other begins.” 


“Yes,” | whimper. 


| may not have experience in my life up to this point, but 
I’ve read a lot of fiction and | know exactly what | want. My 
imagination is a vivid playground and finally I’ve found the 
man | want to ride all those amazing amusement park rides 
with, knowing there will be nothing amusing about the ways 
he wants to take me, and make me his. 


My heart slams against my chest, my ribcage hurting from 
the pressure as Christian leans in, stopping just a hair's 
breadth away from my lips. | want to close the distance, 
lean into him and feel his masculine desire on my lips, the 
stubble on his cheek brush across mine. To grab his chiseled 
jaw and pull his kiss into mine. 


| feel the back of his first two fingers brush against my own 
cheek, feeling the heat radiating from my burning skin. His 
hand drags down ever so softly, like I’m the most precious 
thing in the world, just before he takes hold of my throat, 
threatening to pull the entirety of me into the entirety of 
him. 


“Once we do this there’s no going back.” His eyes don’t 
waiver one bit. “Once this starts there will be no stopping 
me, no coming up for air. We fall into the abyss together. 
We drown together. And we come back together as one. 
Whole. Complete. United. Forever.” 


“| want that,” | moan. 


“| need you to need that, like | need you.” 


“| need it,” | say immediately. 


His face pulls back and he surveys my face as if he’s taking 
one last look at me, Knowing my innocence is about to 
disappear forever. 


“Tell me how much you need it,” he demands as his hand 
slides off my neck and cups my face, the rough tip of his 
thumb dragging across my lower lip. 


| could feel myself pooling in my panties and needed him 
inside me now. My cunt clenched for his cock, coming up 
dry and making my brain furious he wasn’t inside me 
already. 


“| need you to slide your cock inside me now. To claim my 
tight pussy. To take it hard and fast and make it yours... 
always. Just like I’ve always been yours. | know you’re 
going to be too big, but | don’t care. | want to feel 
everything, experience every inch of you as my body opens 
up to take you. And if | don’t open up, then force me open. 
Fill me until | can’t be filled anymore,” | say, not sure what’s 
gotten into me, the words coming out of my mouth 
surprising even me. 


It’s partly that I’m in the comfort of his amazing home, and 
more importantly that I’m in the comfort of his grasp, 
despite the fact that | feel his digits tighten around my face 
as | spew my words of desire. 


“That’s exactly what’s on my mind, you know why?” 


“Why?” | say, wishing he’d just fuck me, despite how turned 
on his words were making me. 


“Because that’s exactly what | need too,” he says, pulling 
me into him with a look as if he was possessed. His lips 
crash into mine hard, his kiss hungry and matched by my 
thirst for him. 


“Tell me you're mine and mine alone, always,” he mumbles 
into my mouth, but | make out ever single syllable. 


“Yours,” | moan. “Only yours forever.” 


He growls like a feral beast, and devours my kiss, damn near 
Swallowing my mouth whole as he takes me. 


His other hand finds the nape of my neck pushing me 
toward him as his other hand pulls, like he literally wants all 
of me inside of all of him. 


But quickly that hands tracks down my back, all the way to 
my ass which he squeezes hard before lifting it and bringing 
it down hard on the part of my globe that’s not touching the 
table. 


Even through my clothes | feel the sting...and | want more. 


“More,” | demand, and he doesn’t make me wait, spanking 
me again before his hand comes up and grabs my breast 
hard. 


| grab his wrist with both hands, barely able to get my hands 
around it, as | pull his grip into me even tighter. 


One thing was clear... Christian was about to devour me, and 
there was nothing | could do to stop it. Not that | had one 
inkling to do anything other than enjoy every second of this. 


Suddenly his hands cup my ass and he yanks me forward, 
my hands shooting back on the table to balance myself as 
my torso goes to a forty-five degree angle. 


“What’s the name of my show...the one you starred in today 
like a true fucking professional?” 


“Chef's Kiss,” | answer. 


Slowly he unbuttons my jeans and then unzips my fly, the 
sound of my zipper telegraphing what’s imminent. 


“You know when you stuck your finger in that sauce and 
licked it off how badly | wanted to stick my fingers in you 
and suck my fingers until they were bone dry?” 


| exhale hard. 
“And do you know what Chef’s Kiss means?” 


“When a chef kisses their fingertips and then pulls them 
open as they move them away, which shows that what 
they’ve just prepared or tasted is perfect and delicious.” 


“That’s the official definition. You know the unofficial one? 
The one you'll only find in kitchens or possibly leaked on 
sites like Urban Dictionary?” 


“No,” | reply, moving my head slightly to the side as he 
grabs the sides of my pants and yanks my pants down to my 
knees before stopping, closing his eyes and diving his head 
in toward my middle like a dive bomber before ascending. 
“Ahhh, you smell so fucking sweet.” 


Goosebumps cover my skin as the electricity in the air 
shatters me. 


“It’s when a chef eats a perfect creation from a perfect 
pussy, and there can only be one perfect pussy in this world 
forme. Yours,” he says. “Don’t you fucking move,” he 
orders, stepping away and coming back seconds later with 
his shirt off walking towards me like a lion approaching a 
wounded animal with nowhere to run. 


“What’s that?” 


“This is what | made at four in the morning when | couldn’t 
sleep. When all | could think about was you, which is all I’ve 
thought about since | first saw you yesterday.” He pauses. 
“This is Amedei Porcelana dark chocolate, from the Amedei 
chocolatier of Tuscany, Italy. And inside are Sato Nishiki 
cherries from Japan.” 


“I’ve never heard of either.” 


“That’s because they’ve never been combined in the world. 
They’re too rare. Too precious. Too perfect. Just like you.” 


He leans in, kissing my pussy over the top of my panties and 
my head flies back before | shoot it forward again, wanting 
to watch him as his eyes look up at me. 


His lips come off my panties and his eyes narrow. “In 
February 1967 nineteen police officers raided Keith Richards 
home and discovered they’d interrupted an orgy where Mick 
Jagger was eating a Mars candy bar out of Marianne 
Faithfull’s pussy. Of course those involved denied those 
rumors, but | can promise you this. I’m going to do them 
one better, way better, treating your pussy like the most 
amazing pussy in the world that it is. And l'Il never deny it 
for one second.” 


His hand clasps my the top of my panties and he yanks 
them to the side, the thin cotton ripping. My eyes widen like 
saucers as | feel the cool tip of the refrigerated Italian 
chocolate scissor through my folds, the Japanese cherries 
providing the bumpy texture that perfectly hits my nub and 
| feel my hips start to quake. 


“Not yet. No icing until | say so,” he commands, and slowly 
he slides the tip of the chocolate bar inside me. 


I’m not sure if this is the best moment of my life or | want to 
Slap him across the face. It feels so damn good, so 
satisfying, that | have no choice but to moan as he works it 
inside me before pulling it out, breaking off a piece and 
putting it on his tongue. 


His eyes roll back in his head as he lets it sit there, his 
palette taking it all in before he inserts the chocolate bar in 
me again, pulls it out, breaks off the tip and holds it just a 
fraction of an inch from my lips. 


| look at it, Knowing | want it, but knowing how dirty this 
feels. Something inside me clicks, reminding me that he’s 
all I’ve ever wanted, this is all | ever wanted, and | can’t 
deny how much | want to taste those chocolate covered 
cherries...and myself. 


| take the bite in my mouth and just like him, my eyes close. 
It’s the best thing | have ever tasted, and in the strangest 
way possible it’s somehow a self-esteem boost knowing that 
part of that is me... literally me. 


| chew it up and swallow it down, dying for more. 


“There’s only one thing in the world that can taste better,” 
he says after allowing me to take my time and finish. “You.” 


CHAPTER 12 


Christian 


Fuck, this was about to go down. All the agonizing the last 
couple nights and now we’re here. Both of us, on the 
beginning of our trek through life together. 


And taking her, making her mine, was the next step. 


| flatten my tongue and run it straight up the length of her 
folds, causing her back to arch and her ass to rise up off the 
table. And causing my cock to jerk violently in my pants, 
thrusting against my zipper and begging to be freed. Fuck, 
if | released the bastard right now I’d spew my Seed all over 
her, marking her, not be able to hold back until | was where | 
really wanted to be, needed to be. Inside her. 


“I'm so fucking hard for you right now,” | growl, taking the 
tip of my tongue in a downward motion this time, spreading 
her already glistening pussy lips open wider, parting her 
sticky flesh, before | pause and bury my tongue into the hot 
recess of her hole. 


Her breath hitches, then she begins panting, her need 
evident. 


“I want your to come all over my face when | make you 
explode. | want to clean your cunt like a mop, and when 
that last aftershock finishes and your thighs release their 
vice grip hold on my head, l'Il pull back and you'll see just 
what you did to me. Now, spread your legs wider and show 


me that pretty cunt even more. | want to be able to look 
into your hole and see exactly where I’m going.” 


She moans and her knees push farther apart. My hands find 
clasp the inside of her thighs, opening her even more for me, 
before | slide one hand up and underneath her, palming one 
of her amazing globes, kneading her ass meat. 


Fuck, | was so close already, and now it was time to get her 
not just close, but over the edge. 


The thought of taking her to the bedroom shoots through my 
head, giving her the tender affection and intimacy that she 
deserves, but | can’t wait. | was way too damn impatient for 
her right now. Always. 


The table was made for eating, so why not eat the thing | 
want more than anything right here and now? Why not 
drink the nectar of the gods, sip from the fountain of youth, 
where some of the best drinks in the world have been 
sipped? Because now it’s time for the absolute best juice 
known to man. The one that will only be known to me. 


Her taste. 


“Just one thing,” she interrupts, my head rising from her 
groin as | shoot her a “this better be damn good for having 
interrupted me” look. Like a lion ready to devour its prey 
only to be interrupted, and then that lion ready to go 
absolutely savage, feral, and to unleash the beast. “I’ma 
virgin,” she confesses. 


My balls pull tight, ready to take aim at her womb... but not 
yet. “I know. | know you’re innocent in every way. And you 
know I’m going to pop your cherry and take that virginity for 
myself. Show you, and the world, that no other man will 


ever know what it’s like to taste you, to be inside you, to 
make you his. Fuck baby,” | struggle, a tightness in my gut. 
“| want to be slow and gently, but after your tight little cunt 
comes on my face | know I’m going to become an absolute 
beast.” 


| don’t wait for any sort of reply, burying my head back in 
her groin and latching onto her clit, flipping her nub around 
in my mouth before sucking it in deep, blowing on it, and 
then rolling it around lightly. 


“Oh fuck, Christian,” she moans and a debaucherous smile 
covers my face even as my mouth engulfs her hole. 


She moans as | take her nub harder, mewls escaping her. 


“| can’t wait to slide my dick so far inside you it gets lost in 
you for good,” | mumble. 


“Yes,” she moans. “I want that.” 
Mine. 


“Look at me,” | command, noticing her head is leaning back. 
| need her to see what she’s doing to me, how | can’t stop 
now even if | wanted to, not that such a ludicrous thought 
would ever cross my mind. 


“You're mine,” | remind her, the reverberations of my words 
vibrating against her clit and only adding to the sensation. 


| continue devouring her pink flesh like a man who’s been 
starved his entire life, dying to taste that first flavor of her 
on my tongue... where it belongs. Her musky, sweet scent 
engulfing my skull as | wait for her flavor to explode in my 
mouth. 


| lick and suck harder, the sounds coming from her driving 
me absolutely crazy, making my dick hammer even harder 
into my pants. 


| suck the bundle of nerves at the top of her mound, 
pleasuring her mons pubis with more and more friction, 
trying to get her to tumble over the abyss with me. To feed 
my face, my tongue like a red carpet rolled out for her and 
her alone. 


“I'm right there,” she cries out, and | keep my pace steady, 
strong, and just how she likes it, reading her every signal. 


“Oh Christian. Oh fuck! I’m...1’m...I’m coming!” she screams 
as her hips buck wildly and she explodes in my mouth and 
immediately | begin swallowing down everything she has to 
give, her juices coating my throat like a lubricant that will 
protect me, keep me whole forever. 


Her hands shoot up and she grabs my hair, tugging it’s 
shortness before applying all the pressure she can to the 
back of my skull, grinding my face into her as her thighs 
squeeze my ears so tight there’s no way | can hear a single 
thing. 


And then she stills and I pull my head back, looking at her, 
taking in the sight of what | just did to her. The perfect way 
she’s laid out, spent, yet ready for the real thing... my cock 
buried inside her. 


Every possessive bone in me fires, ready to get to work 
claiming her for real now, making her mine. The sight of her 
after the fresh feast | just enjoyed, her post-coital high 
dominating every inch of her body, causes me to swell with 
pride. 


“Carry me to the bedroom. | need more,” she commands. 
| smirk, bend forward and scoop her up in my arms. 


| wasn’t going to spend another second without her claimed 
as mine. 


| walk to the bedroom and kick the door open with my foot, 
tossing her on her back. 


“Clothes off. Pussy open,” | demand, as | make quick work of 
my own clothes. 


She undresses in a flurry and | move closer, seeing just how 
red her skin is between her legs. | run a hand over the back 
of my neck, looking down at my cock which is already 
pulsing, the tip covered in precome ready to fill her with 
seed. 


| move in closer and her body instinctively pulls back. 
That’s right, woman, I’m a predator on the hunt...and the 
only thing in my sights is you. 


| grab her by the thighs and flip her over onto her stomach 
just before | sit down on the bed. Then I grab her body, 
jerking her lightness back toward me so her ass hovers just 
over my thighs. 

My hand raises high and she turns back to look at me. 


“Are you going to—?” 


But before she can finish my palm cracks down on her ass 
causing her head to lurch forward as she bites her bottom 


lip. “Ummm hmmm,” she moans as my cock presses up into 
her belly. 


“Good grief, you’re owning every part of me, and in all 
ways,” she says in-between attempts to breath. 


“| already own you, just like you own me.” Hearing my own 
words damn near has me drunk just on the sound. 


“I'm yours,” she confesses. 


“And this is mine,” | say, kneading her cheeks like it’s the 
finest dough on the planet. “I want to fuck your amazing 
ass So badly, but not tonight. Not our first night.” 


She meant more to me than anything on this planet. My 
daytime Emmy winning show. My fans. The money. The 
best food in the world. None of it mattered as much as her. 
Because with her my life was about to start anew. And now, 
with her and her alone, | had someone to share all my 
success with. To look into her eyes, to feel her smile and her 
exuberance, and be reminded of how truly lucky and blessed 
| really am. But the biggest blessing on planet earth is her, 
as mine, every day for the rest of our lives. Together. 


CHAPTER 13 


Charlotte 


| know Christian is close. | can feel it from the way his cock 
is throbbing against my stomach from below like a 
jackhammer. He looked like a man possessed, like he’d been 
locked up in prison for two decades and just got released. | 
was sure he was going to snap, and | wanted it to happen 
one place and one place only. 


Inside me. 


| watch as his thick, tattooed forearm rises again before his 
hand comes down and finds my other ass cheek, causing my 
back to flatten out and my mouth to open... but no sound 
comes out. It’s the ultimate in pleasure mixed with pain, but 
| Know that will soon be eclipsed by the feeling of his cock 
opening me wide, stretching me as | struggle to take him. 


“I can’t wait any longer,” he says in an absolutely guttural 
tone. 


“Neither can |.” 


Immediately he flips me back onto the bed like I’m nothing, 
like I’m a ragdoll in the mouth of a pit bull, and dammit if 
that’s not close to the way things really are. 


He slides into position, fisting his cock as | try to swallow, 
but come up empty when | take in the sight of his erection. 
It was a very real possibility that he wasn’t going to fit inside 
me. He was too long, too thick, and just too... everything. 


The big vein on his dick was throbbing, pumping blood to 
his member but to me it was almost like a beacon in the 
night, calling out for my cunt. And my pussy would fit him, 
always, no matter how painful the first time might be. 


We were meant for each other in every way, as we’d already 
shown when it came to our passion for cooking and our love 
for life when we're in the kitchen. And now it was time to 
prove we were meant for each other in the ultimate 
expression of connection. 


“Take me, Christian. Make me yours,” | say ever so softly. 
He leans in, his hips like a hinge as his forehead finds mine 
and his lips meet mine ever so gently just before | feel his 
Slick tip knocking at my entrance. 

| clench my glutes and try and will my hips up, this primal 
need inside me taking over, trying to get his dick deep 
inside me so his seed can fill me, mark me, and give us a 
baby. 


“| need you,” | moan. “I can’t wait any longer. 


He scissors his dick through my folds, the anticipation killing 
me. 


“This is it. This is our last moment before we become one.” 


“I can’t wait any longer. | don’t want to be one. | want to be 
whole. | need to be yours. Take my virginity.” 


He groans and in one motion he buries himself inside me, 
breaking through my hymen and taking my innocence. 


My mouth opens but no words come out. The pain is 
intense, yet extremely gratifying at the same time. 


“You okay?” he asks, and | nod in the affirmative. “You 
sure? We can stop if this is too much, despite the fact that 
stopping right now might kill me.” 


“No, | want more. | want all of you, just go slowly.” 


Ever so slowly his hips rock back, his face still inches from 
mine, as he pulls back out of me, just leaving the tip inside. 
And then his hips move forward as he enters me again, 
opening me at a Snail’s pace and does it ever feel good. 
Every nerve ending inside me experiences his girth and my 
body is much better equipped to handle this speed, or lack 
thereof. 


“You're so tight,” he says. 

“Because | was saving myself for you.” 

He moves in and out of me at this easy, dare | say 
lovemaking, pace until before | realize what’s happening 
we’re moving faster and faster, my hips swaying in rhythm 


with his. 


But there’s no question who’s leading, who’s in complete 
control. 


“Fuck, baby. I’m close.” 
“Uh huh,” | moan quickly, knowing I’m right there too. 


“I want you to come all over my cock when | fill you with my 
seed.” 


“Yes. | want that too.” 


“Oh fuck,” he growls, picking up the pace even more and 
hitting just the right spots until suddenly my hips buck 
wildly and | feel his hips slam forward and stay in position, 
just before he unleashes a geyser inside me, exploding and 
filling me with his seed. 


A wave washes over me and | climax with him in unison, my 
pussy clenching onto him, holding him in place as my body 
demands he go nowhere until the job is done. The job of 
course, making a baby. My baby. Our baby. 


| reach down between his legs to play with his balls, but 
they’re gone, completely pulled up as | feel first one 
aftershock and then another, his cock coughing the last of 
its baby making material inside my womb, painting me like 
a Jackson Pollock. 


And then he collapses on top of me. 


| feel the sweat from his chest, and the sheen of my own 
sweat on my forehead, trailing down the side of my face and 
finding the pillow. 


“That was incredible,” | say as my chest heaves, begging for 
air. It’s not the weight of him on top of me, it’s the way he 
made my heart pound like I was running full out ona 
treadmill with hunks of antelope tied to my back while being 
chased by a lion. 


“You're incredible,” he says, kissing my cheek gently and 
then rolling off me. 


| miss the feeling of his big body instantly, and cuddle up 
next to his side, his cock still buried to the hilt inside me. 


We just lay there, staring into each other’s eyes until finally | 
break the silence. “Aren’t you going to go flaccid?” 


“With you by my side, never.” 

“That can’t be possible.” 

“You feel it, right?” 

He may not be as full and thick as he was, but I’m guessing 
at this point he’d still put all other men to shame. Then 
again | wouldn’t know. I’ve never been with another man, 


only the only one I’ve ever wanted. Him. And that’s how it’s 
always going to be. 


CHAPTER 14 


Charlotte 


The next morning 
“The house is surrounded by TV crews,” he says. 


“Huh?” | ask, my mind not processing his words as | step out 
of the shower. I’m still floating along on cloud nine after 
what happened last night. 


Christian plops down on the bed and taps on his cell phone 
while | dry my hair in the attached master bedroom. 


“Yeah, | need a full tint on the windows.” There’s a pause. “| 
know it’s illegal to tint the driver’s side, passenger’s side, 
and front windshield in California. You can come and take it 
off later today. | just need to get to the studio.” 


My hands stop, the towel not moving from my hair as | 
process what he’s saying... and it’s in a voice that sounds 
like maybe I’m not supposed to hear it. 


| shake it off and decide to go with the flow. My overeager 
imagination, which served me well last night including some 
very extreme fantasies, like sucking his cock after he 
covered it in Hersey’s chocolate and him slamming into me 
from behind as my body pressed against the window, is 
getting the best of me. 


But | can’t quite let it go. “You want to tint your windows?” | 
ask, stepping into the bedroom. 


“Yeah, | was thinking it was a good idea.” 
“Won’t the cops pull you over for too much tint?” 


“You're right. The risk is too great. l'Il call that chopper 
service. Let me grab the number.” 


| swallow hard as he steps out of the bedroom nonchalantly 
to get the number. 


Why can’t we just drive off to work together? What’s so 
wrong with that? 


“Yeah, we can’t be seen,” | hear his voice in the hallway 
Saying. 


My jaw hardens and | try to fight back tears, but my tough 
girl act falls apart instantly and that jaw | was trying to 
harden starts to shake. 


| quickly grab my things and get dressed before stepping 
out onto the balcony, which thank god, has a winding 
wrought iron staircase leading down to the garden. 


| go as quickly as | can, my head spinning from both the 
Spiral staircase and what Christian was saying...and the 
extreme lengths he was going to, not be seen with me. 


As soon as l'm in the garden I cut back through the house 
noticing the huge Botero sculpture in the entryway to the 
house. Botero is famous for his big bootied sculptures, and 
the first thought that races through my mind is racing 
myself down to South America. At least there maybe I can 
find someone who appreciates my curves, because 
apparently he doesn’t! 


| storm out through the front door staying out of sight and 
hurry to the front gate, telling the security guard | need to 


go. 


“But Master Christian hasn’t mentioned anything about you 
leaving,” he says. 


“lam not being held hostage here. When | say | want to go, 
| leave. Now please open that door, or else.” 


I’m losing my mind, about to get completely hysterical and 
apparently the guard can see it too. 


He does as | ask opening the side door for me and | beat feet 
out of there, seeing him pick up the phone as | leave. No 
doubt he’s calling up to the house to let Christian know. 


And no doubt | know that | never want to see him again. 


CHAPTER 15 


Christian 


We slept in so late that | have no choice but to take the 
helicopter, despite being absolutely dismayed and confused 
as to why Charlotte took off like she did. 


| don’t understand it at all. 


Charlotte is the number one priority in my life and today was 
all about her. It was time to take yesterday’s success to 
another level today, but that’s not happening now. 


There are over fifty people’s lives who depend on us taping 
the show and | already missed one taping this week. If | 
miss another the Screen Actors Guild, the union, the studio 
heads, everyone could come down on me. And with no 
income coming in, how can I take Charlotte to all the places | 
want to take her and spoil her rotten? 


| can’t. My bank account is definitely not struggling, but the 
plans | have for us are extreme. A Gulfstream jet. A yacht. 
Trips to Paris just for lunch and to see the Eiffel Tower lit up 
on Christmas Eve. 


| want to do everything, because | have her. 
Or at least | did. 
| managed to convince the helicopter driver to fly low over 


the city on the way to work, but we still weren’t able to spot 
her. She’s clearly hiding from me, but why? 


And the fact that her phone is completely shut off isn’t 
helping matters either. 


The show opens and I’m visibly off. The producer is freaking 
out and no calls are coming in like yesterday, when she was 
here...turning my show into the team effort it needs to be. 


“Cut to commercial,” | yell out, to the dismay of the 
audience. We haven’t even been on air half the time 
required before we go to commercial, but | just can’t geta 
hold of myself. 


The vibe is off. The crowd is mumbling. | can’t talk. 

Nothing is right, without my Mrs. Right. And it is indeed 
missus, and not miss, because I’m going to hunt her down as 
soon as we wrap and find out what went wrong and do 
whatever I need to do to fix it. 


She’s mine, and | don’t give up that easily. And when it 
comes to her, | don’t give up... at all. 


CHAPTER 16 


Charlotte 


Work? | can’t go back to either of them because | don’t work 
at either anymore. 


Home? IfI go there Christian will just track me down, and 
he’s the last person | want to see right now. 


What do | do? 


| take the final ten dollars to my name and go to my safe 
place. | just need to sit, to blend in like someone like me is 
supposed to, and think. Whatever gave me the right to 
think | could stand out in life? To be somebody? To actually 
enjoy myself with an amazing man? 


But his true colors came through this morning alright. He’s 
not a real man. He’s a chickenshit coward, and I’m better off 
without him. 


| feel like everything is closing in on me as | slide into the 
farthest booth in the place. | wish | could just take that 
helicopter of his and fly far, far away where there aren’t any 
people. | knew it was a mistake coming out of my shell, 
opening up to someone, and meeting my celebrity crush. 


And oh we met alright, and just like the old saying goes, “It’s 
better to keep your idols at a distance, else you find out 
what they’re really like.” 


His true colors sure shined bright this morning, just like the 
sunrise. 


Well, if today’s going to be my self-inflicted pity party then | 
might as well go all in and enjoy it. One last hurrah. After | 

finish up here it’s time to pull up my bootstraps and do what 
| do best. 


Survive. 

Forget the idea of thriving, | wasn’t put here on this earth for 
that, and | don’t want it anymore. | don’t want to be hurt, | 
just want my book boyfriends and some comfort food. The 
last thing | need is a real boyfriend and gourmet cuisine. 


I’m a simple girl... always have been and always will be, just 
like one other factor in my life... being alone. 


It’s just the hand I was dealt, and I’m okay with it. At least | 
won’t ever have to feel like this again. 


What a jerk! 


CHAPTER 17 


Christian 
I’m racking my brain as | pace the floor of my house. 
“Where could she be?” 


| continue walking, stop and bust out ten pushups. | need 
all the blood I can get circulating to my brain so it can work 
as efficiently as possible. Apparently it wasn’t working this 
morning so | need to get it firing now to find her and make 
up for lost time...and make things right. 


Of course | went by her house and nothing. She must have 
known I'd be coming. | squeeze my fists tight thinking that 
whatever I did caused her to get so angry at me that she 
couldn’t even go to her own home. | practically want to 
harakiri myself in the Japanese tradition, just slide a sword 
right into me and take my own life, for messing up hers. 


| feel honorless, even though | don’t know what for. But the 
bigger picture here is she showed me what life is all about, 
and | can’t go back to just sustaining, like | was before | met 
her. | need her by my side, as my equal, and not just 
because | care about my stupid TV show. The only reason 
it’s important anymore is because we can do it, together. 
And it can make us all the money we'll ever need to grow 
and support a family, together. 


Together...that word just thumps in-between my ears every 
time | think of her. 


And suddenly the most important idea I’ve had yet hits me. 
| grab my phone and call my rep. 


“Hey Christian. You sure were off today.” 


“Jack, | don’t have time. Does Starbucks still want to doa 
deal?” 


“You know they've been trying for years. They're just 
waiting on you to Say yes.” 


“| need to talk to their guy...not their rep, their agency, none 
of that. | need to talk to someone high up the chain over 
there. Hell, get me Howard Schultz if you can.” 

“| read that he’s on vacation right—“ 

“Jack! Just get me someone from Starbucks. Now!” 


“Hold one second, Christian.” 


My pacing hits a fever pitch as Jack puts me on hold and 
makes the call on another line. 


| hit my forehead with the base of my palm for being so 
dumb. | should have thought of this earlier. Charlotte loves 
Starbucks. It’s her safe place, her sanctuary, and with so 
many Starbucks in Southern California there’s no way | 
could find her. 


She thinks. 


But I’m resourceful, and l'Il do anything when it comes to 
getting my woman back. 


“Christian, Jeff from Starbucks. Jeff, this is the man you’ve 
been trying to land.” 


“Jeff, you want to sponsor the show?” | ask, not wasting a 
single second. 


“Hello Christian, and you know we—“ 

“Great! | need you to find someone for me.” 

“Find someone?” 

“There’s a woman in one of your locations right now, 
somewhere here in the Hollywood or Southern California 
area.” 

“Christian, we’ve got hundreds of location in—“ 

“Don’t give me numbers. Give me my woman!” | all but 
stomp my foot. “And then l'Il agree to any number you 
want.” 

“You want me to find a woman, in one of our stores?” 
“As fast as you can, if you want this deal.” 


He exhales hard. “I’m not sure about the legality of this—“ 


“| don’t give a damn about legal. All | care about is her. Can 
you find her or not?” 


“What’s she look like?” 


A rush of excitement shoots through me and | damn near 
spit out her entire description to him in under two seconds. 


“Okay, slow down. Can you repeat that, and do you have a 
picture of her?” 


The last thing | want is another man looking at my woman, 
but in this case | have to do whatever it takes. 


“Just imagine the most beautiful woman you’ve ever seen. 
Blond hair, blue eyes, and the innocence of a girl who still 
believes the world is a beautiful place.” 


“Do girls like that even exist in L.A. anymore?” Jack asks. I'd 
completely forgotten he was even on the line. 


“They don’t, but she does. One of a kind and she’s mine... 
and I’m going to find her and get her back. Right. Fucking. 
Now.” 


CHAPTER 18 


Christian 
I’m practically bouncing off the wall for nineteen minutes, 
which just so happens to be how many years she’s been on 
this planet. My phone rings and | hit the green answer 
button so hard and so quickly | stab my phone right out of 
my hands, the device hitting the floor. 


| dive onto my hands and knees, grab it and bring it to my 
ear. 


“Tell me you found her.” 

“We've got a visual at a location.” 

My heart pounds in my chest. Hope. 

“Send me an image from the security camera,” | demand. 


“| knew you'd ask that. It should be hitting your phone right 
about...” 


My phone dings and I look at it. 

My woman. 

| howl at the ceiling like a feral wolf. 
“You okay over there, bud?” 


“Give me the address, and don’t let her leave.” 


He rattles off the numbers and just as he’s done I end the 
Call. 


We can talk business or whatever he wants later. I’m going 
to go get my woman, and I’m not coming back here without 


her in my arms. 


CHAPTER 19 


Charlotte 


“Another pumpkin spice latte, miss. It’s on the house.” 
“Really,” | say, shooting the barista a crooked eyebrow. 
“We value you as a customer and hope you have a nice day.” 


He turns to go and | realize that was a little too practiced of 
a line. When he rounds the corner he glances back at me 
quickly, almost as if to see if I’m still here. 


| feel like I’m in a James Bond movie and someone is setting 
me up to get whacked. Is Christian the jealous type who'd 
take it so far he’d hire a sniper to take me out? Just one 
quick shot through the window? 


| giggle for the first time and take a sip of my free drink. 
Wow, my imagination really is wild...just like it convinced me 
we had something together. 


But that giggle quickly turns to surprise, and a bit of disgust, 
when the door comes flying open and | see Christian lock his 
sights on me, moving toward me like a heat seeking 
missiles. 


| wish the booth would just swallow me up, but it’s not to be 
as he approaches my table, which I’ve occupied for way too 
many hours now. 


“Is this seat taken?” he asks. 


“Yes,” | say, but he blatantly disregards me, pulling out the 
chair opposite me and sitting down. 


He reaches for my hands but | pull them back. 
“What are you doing here?” | ask. “How did you find me?” 


“When you want something more than anything in the world 
you find a way.” 


He looks at me with an expression that can’t be faked, one 
that is completely real and genuine, but I’m still not having 
it. 


“You had me, but you didn’t want me.” 


“Will you please tell me what you’re talking about? What 
set you off this morning?” 


As much as | want him gone, this reminds me of an age-old 
adage they tell writers. Readers can’t stand an unanswered 
question. | have to know how he found me, and | have to 
get to the bottom of why he did what he did. And it sounds 
like he has a similar question especially for me. 


| exhale hard. “Why didn’t you want to be seen in public 
with me yesterday?” 


“Why didn’t l...” he shakes his head and then drops it so low 
| can see the crown on top. It’s where the king’s wreath | 
anointed him used to sit, but the polish wore off long ago 
and it’s completely missing. 


His head rises and he looks at me just shaking his head. “Is 
that what this is all about?” 


“Is this all? You act like it’s no big deal. You’re embarrassed 
to be seen with me in public!” | yell. A few people turn and 
look at us. “What?” I stare, and their heads quickly duck in 
other directions. 


“How long have | been doing this particular show?” 

| wait before replying. | want an answer, not a riddle, but l'Il 
play along... briefly. He better get to explaining fast. 
“Probably about eight or ten years now. Maybe twelve.” 
“You say you’re a fan, so you should know right?” 

“Now you’re questioning my loyalty?” 

“I'm trying to prove a point. To show you I’m not lying, as 
apparently you’re having a hard time trusting me today for 


some reason.” 


| think back. “Ten years. | think | can remember the first 
episode.” 


“Great, and when was that episode on?” 

Dammit! Just tell me already. “About this time of year.” 

“No, it was this time of year.” He pauses. “Charlotte, today 
we were supposed to film the tenth anniversary episode, but 
without you there | convinced the producers to just filma 


regular episode.” 


| swallow hard, feeling terrible, but still not one hundred 
percent convinced... but I’m getting there. 


“| never wanted to do anything to hurt you, or hide you, or 
anything that wasn’t related to telling the whole world you 
were mine. My reality is that | saw guys who I know work for 
TMZ and quote unquote news outlets like that out front 
yesterday. They see one thing and it’s online in minutes. | 
was protecting you from them, not hiding you. You know 
how those guys can be.” 


“Protecting me from what? That doesn’t make sense. You 
think they were going to say we were a big mismatch and 
make fun of us. | Know that’s what it is.” 


“That was a small part of it, yes. You’re young and gorgeous 
and I’m not. You’re happy and playful and I’ve become the 
old grouch that’s just grinding out another show for the sake 
of grinding out another show.” Suddenly | realize | totally 
misread this situation. The same fear | had was somewhat 
the same fear he had, just based on his insecurities, and not 
mine. “I didn’t want them to make fun of you for being with 
me when you could have anyone in the world. And not only 
that, you told me you don’t like being around too many 
people. There were literally dozens of cameras out front this 
morning, maybe a hundred or more as you probably saw on 
your way out. And they all have multiple ways to 
photograph and film us and like | mentioned, have it online 
in minutes. And once it’s there it’s there forever. Heck, | 
think some of them even livestream stuff these days, but 
that’s beyond the point. The point is, you’re perfect in all 
ways, and I’m some giant who’s addicted to making food on 
TV and going home to an empty house...a house you 
showed me could be a home, but only if you’re there by my 
side.” 


| feel a tear forming in the corner of my eye and | feel 
absolutely terrible for misreading the situation. | bring my 


hands out of my lap and place them on the table. “Good, 
you just made this easier by giving me your hands.” 


“What easier?” 


“That’s another reason | didn’t want you stepping outside 
this morning.” 


“What reason?” 
“Have you been online today?” 
“No. | didn’t want to see or hear anything.” 


“Thank god,” he says, looking up to the ceiling. “I hate it 
when surprises get ruined.” 


“What surprise?” 


Without missing a beat, and faster than greased lightning, 
he slides out of his chair, around the table, and takes a knee 
next to me before he twists his wrist and | see a small, black, 
velvet box appear like magic. 


“Now that I’ve got your hands I’m going to do what | was 
going to do on the anniversary show, but I’m not waiting 
until tomorrow. I’m claiming you now so the whole world can 
see.” 


“Oh my god? Is that who I think it is?” some people whisper 
and chairs scoot across the floor but it’s all background 
noise, and | don’t hear a thing. 


“Charlotte Chapman, when a man knows he knows. And the 
first moment I laid eyes on you, this man knew the answers 
to everything. You. You’re my everything and | want you to 


be mine. Forever. Make me the luckiest man on the face of 
the earth. Be me wife. Will you marry me?” 


| look down at him and realize my crazy imagination got the 
best of me. Am I going to still keep reading books at a rate 
that will probably cause me to get a lifetime’s supply to 
extra strength Visine one day? Absolutely. But in this 
moment there’s no need to imagine, this is real. And I’m 
ready to step away from behind my Kindle and step in front 
of him. To stop living voraciously and live in real life. | used 
to think | bought books because HEAs just didn’t exist... until 
now. Until him. I’m going to keep reading about them, no 
doubt. But | also have no doubts I’m about to live mine out 
for the rest of my life, and it’s not just my imagination. It’s 
forever. 


“Yes,” | say. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” | yell, and he slides the huge 
princess cut diamond on my finger, and it fits perfectly. | 
couldn't get it off if | wanted to, and I’m sure that’s the idea. 
Not even to wash the dishes, which I’m looking forward to 
after the two of us have fun in the kitchen making up meals 
for our children with the one ingredient we got when we 
found each other. Love. 


“| love you,” he says. 
“| love you.” 


“Free pumpkin spice lattes on the house!” that barista yells, 
to the cheers and screams of the other patrons. 


| don’t know if they’re yelling for free coffee or for me, but it 
doesn’t matters. All that matters is him, us, and this. 


And this is forever. Always. 


EPILOGUE 


Christian 
One year later 


“Hurry, you’re gonna miss it,” Charlotte calls out to me from 
the living room, where she’s cuddled up under a blanket on 
an unseasonably cold night. 


“Coming,” | yell into the living room, carrying my own twist 
on Berco’s Billion Dollar Popcorn, the most expensive 
popcorn in the world. It’s the creme dela creme of popcorn, 
made of organic sugar for caramel, Vermont Creamery, Laeso 
which is the world’s most expensive salt, Nielsen Massey 
Bourbon Vanilla and 23-karat edible gold flakes. 


“Oh my, you didn’t,” she says, sitting up on the couch when 
she sees it. 


“Oh, | did,” | say, placing the popcorn down on the coffee 
table as | run to grab a Coke for me and a Pepsi for her. 
We're alike in So many ways, except when it comes to our 
sodas. But that’s what life’s all about, right? We balance 
each other out, and I sure need some balance, according to 
her, because I’m still a Savage who’s obsessed with her a 
year later. 


The opening credits roll as | jump over the top of the couch 
and onto my seat just in time for the eleventh anniversary 
episode of Chef's Kiss to air, but the eleventh anniversary 
episode is a lot different than the tenth. 


Whereas the tenth was a celebration of my work, and my 
announcement of my engagement, the eleventh anniversary 
is all Charlotte. I’m more of the “mixer man” as | like to joke, 
just kind of stirring stuff and basically looking like a security 
guard in the backdrop while she has fully taken the lead. 


“You've still got your chef apron on,” she says, nudging me 
as she grabs a popcorn and throws it in the air. 


| grab her around the shoulders, pulling her in for a big hug, 
which also allows me to snatch the kernel out of the air with 
my oversized tongue that she’s nicknamed “Christian’s 
Twister.” It’s kind of a tongue-twister, but what it really is is 
a tornado underneath the sheets, whenever | want my wife’s 
sticky goodness, which is at least once a day. | swear it’s the 
fountain of youth and | have to drink from her pussy to stay 
sane. 


“You're cheating!” she yells as | gobble the kernel in front of 
her, basking in my victory snatch. 


“All is fair in love and war,” | say. 
“Thankfully for us there’s only been love.” 


“Damn right,” | say, giving her a kiss on the cheek and then 
toss up a kernel for her. “Speaking of love, just imagine how 
much we're going to have when you eventually get 
pregnant one day.” 


“Hey, | don’t remember filming this part,” she says, pointing 
to the TV. And | don’t either, wondering how that got filmed, 
and on the air, without me knowing, let alone my approval. | 
always watch the film first, making sure my wife looks her 
best in the final edit, and that she’s not accidentally 
showing too much skin when she reaches, twists, and turns 


with all the stirring, sauteing, and spatuling... yeah, it’s a 
word, or at least one that we use...and everything else she’s 
doing. 


“Viewers, you've been with both of us through this journey, 
and | just want you to know that a new chapter in Christian 
and l's journey is about to begin. We're filming this part 
without him knowing so when he sees this, he’s going to be 
surprised just like everyone else around the world. Heck, if | 
know my man he'll probably have made popcorn and havea 
couple sodas out and ready for us.” 


“What the?” | say, as she playfully elbows me in the ribs. 
“Told ya! | know you better than you know yourself.” 


“And that surprise is,” her TV self says as she says, staring 
right into the camera, followed by the cardinal sin in TV, 
dead air...but in this case it sure builds the suspense. “I’m 
pregnant with our first child.” 

“You're... 2” 


| turn to her and she nods. “Yep, it’s true.” 


| reach down and ever so softly put my hand on her 
stomach. 


“It’s too early to feel anything, goofy. But yeah...we’ve got a 
bun in the oven,” she says to me as she says the same thing 
simultaneously on the TV screen. 


“A boy ora girl?” 


“Too early! Wow, somebody’s excited.” 


“Are you kidding me? This is the best news since, ‘I do’, and 
that was the best news since you accepted my proposal.” 


KKK KK 


Charlotte 


| just look up at him from my tucked in position on the 
couch, feeling so comfy and loved. Without even needing to 
tell him, the most important parts of my life are the most 
important moments in his. He loves me just as much as | 
love him. 


And my passion is his passion. Cooking, and the joy that 
goes around with sharing a meal with the one you love. | 
guess that’s why we cook each afternoon for the show, and 
then come home and have our four hour dinners, followed 
by four plus hours of passionate love making, hanging from 
the chandelier sex, and snuggling afterwards... until we start 
right back up again. 


“And it’s the best news for me too, because | know you're 
going to be the best father ever.” 


“Which Il’d never even have a chance to be without the best 
mother ever... you.” 


| melt into him just like that expensive caramel on the 
popcorn in front of us. That popcorn sure tastes great, but 
nothing tastes as good as when his lips find mine. 


And there’s another lesson buried in that popcorn bowl. No 
matter how amazing a life you can have, how incredible the 
food is you can make, nothing compares to the one thing in 
life that’s free. 


Love. 


And when he runs those thick, calloused fingers through my 
hair and his kiss grows deeper it’s clear these two chefs are 
about to make things steamy, knowing we’ve got our first 
bun in the oven. 


No need to set the timer though, we’ve got all night. 
Scratch that...we’ve got a lifetime. Together. 


“| love us,” he growls into my mouth, his hand rubbing my 
belly. 


“| love us too.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Charlotte 


Seven years later 


“These cookies are going to go right to my booty,” | say, 
pulling open the oven and pulling out the chewy chocolate 
chip goodness on a lazy Sunday morning. 


“Good, that just means | can—“ 


“Christian!” | warn and he stops, remembering he’s gotta 
tone it back when Charles and Chloe are in the room. 


He keeps telling me to eat more, that it’s a compliment to 
the chef, plus he likes me a little heavier so he can really let 
loose in the bedroom. Sometimes he looks at me like he’s 
afraid he’s going to break me, which is absolutely absurd, 
even though the man sure does know how to take me to the 
edge of an incredible thrusting session, only to make me feel 
more alive than | ever thought humanly possible. 


But what really makes me feel alive is my kids. 


“Mom! let me have one,” Chloe cries out, rising up on her 
tiptoes to sneak one from the plate. 


“Carefully, honey, they’re hot.” 
Charles, a more experienced cookie thief, wisely uses his 


finger to slide one off the tray before he runs off into the 
other room before we notice him. Oh, we notice alright, it’s 


just that we think it’s cute. It’s like he’s a dog that found a 
secret bone and wants to go eat it in peace. The boy has 
some strange habits that crack us all up. 


“Where have you been?” Christian asks him not thirty 
seconds later as he re-enters the kitchen, chocolate smeared 
all over his lips and fingers. 


“| just went to wash my hands so that | might be able to 
enjoy a cookie, father.” 


Christian and | look out at each other and bust out 
laughing. “What are you English now? Where in the world 
did those impeccable manners come from?” 


“I'm calling his English teacher and giving her a raise.” 


“| think it’s the Harry Potter we’ve been reading to him each 
night.” 


“Whatever it is it’s working,” Christian says, looking down at 
his hands. “But I don’t think the soap you use is working,” 
he says, flipping his hands over and exposing the chocolate 
smeared all over them. 

“How'd that get there?” Charles asks. 

“Uh huh,” I say. “How in the world did that happen?” 


| wink at Christian who scoops up Charles and sits him at the 
table next to Chloe, while | grab four glasses of milk. 


“You need a bigger glass, honey,” Christian tells me. “You're 
eating for two, remember?” 


“Oh, | remember,” | say with a smile and a bit of a playful 
exhale. All Christian talks about these days are the twins, 
which are on the way. Well, it’s all he talks about when he’s 
not talking about Charles or Chloe, or me. 


His office at work is covered with pictures and drawings the 
kids made. He’s one heck of a proud papa, and | never 
forget how lucky | am to have him, even though he says he’s 
the lucky one to have me. 


“Mom, are you a cat?” Chloe asks. 
“Why do you say that?” 
“You have on a cat mask.” 


“Oh,” | say, completely realizing | forgot to properly take off 
my sleeping mask. It seems like every Sunday | awake to 
the kids jumping on the bed begging for waffles or French 
toast or something sweet, fattening, and with way too much 
sugar at that hour in the morning... but neither Christian or | 
are strong enough to Say no. 


We love our kids too much, and life is too perfect. The 
show’s been renewed for another season as we push towards 
twenty years on the air. Christian always says the best thing 
about season number twenty will be at that point we were 
both the ‘star’ of the show for ten years. Equal and perfect, 
and he reminds me | just need to go twenty or so more so 
the kids can take over. 


It’s a pipe dream, but everything that surrounded him 
always was...until it became a reality. Our reality, just like 
our family tradition of Sunday morning breakfasts. 


“Ruff!” our spaniel that we named Joe Cocker calls out as he 
sits obediently next to the table. 


“A cup oO’ Joe, for Joe,” Christian teases him, before sitting a 
cookie on a napkin on the floor. Three seconds, and three 
gulps later, it’s disappeared. 


But one thing that will never disappear is our love for each 
other, and our children. 


| take a bite of my cookie and stop, looking up to see Chloe 
pulling Charlie’s ear, Christian tickling Charlie’s side, and Joe 
jumping up on Christian’s lap and licking his face, everyone 
covered with the chocolate from the cookies | made for 
them. Feeding my family feels so good, and makes me feel 
like an amazing mom, especially in today’s fast-paced world 
of go, go, go. 


| don’t waste one second, getting in on the action by tickling 
Chloe’s ribs. 


“Make a video, Alexa,” | shout, and the camera we have 
mounted in the kitchen kicks on and records this amazing 
family memory, one of many we have...and many more to 
come. Always. 
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